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Christmas   Carmen 


A  star  flames  in  the  eastern  sky, 

Flocks  with  their  shepherds  hover  nigh. 

Cattle  low; 

The  night  winds  blow, 

Holy  the  night, 

Wondrous  the  sight. 
There  Christ  sleeps  in  the  manger  bed, 
A  golden  halo  round  His  head. 
Choirs  from  heaven  hymn  joyful  strains, 
Waking  the  bleak  Judean  plains. 

Peace  to  the  earth, 
All  rejoice  at  the  Savior's  birth 

Glad  tidings  of  that  Christmas  night, 
From  pole  to  pole  then  ring  thy  flight. 
Christmas  bells, 
In  welcome  swells 
Your  burden  chime 
From  clime  to  clime. 
Smite  heaven  with  your  joyous  peal, 
Let  echoes  of  thy  burden  steal 
Into  our  hearts;  renew  the  sight 
Of  mother,  babe  and  manger,  bright. 

Let  mankind  sing 
The  glory  of  the  infant  King.        —Brendan  Brown. 
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ACQUAINTED 


IRTY,  the  bo,  toasted  his  ragged  shins  by  the  camp  fire 
^  and  plucked  the  remaining  morsel  of  meat  from  a 
tender  wing.  The  rest  of  the  chicken  had  long  since 
gone  to  the  place  where  it  would  do  him  the  most  good, 
and  Dirty  felt  a  sense  of  fullness  such  as  he  had  not 
experienced  for  many  a  day.  Wiping  his  greasy  lips 
on  his  coat  sleeve,  with  a  satisfied  grunt  he  tossed  the 
mangled  remains  of  the  chicken  into  the  flames  and 
produced  from  his  pocket  a  vile  smelling  pipe.  This  he  filled  with 
a  mixture  of  lint,  dirt,  and  a  few  grains  of  tobacco,  which,  after 
much  searching,  he  had  found  in  his  various  pockets.  Lighting 
up,  he  sighed  contentedly  as  he  puffed  on  the  cool  crisp  evening 
air  and  reflected  on  his  many  Christmas  dinners,  taken  in  all 
parts  of  the  world.  For  Dirty  had  traveled  extensively  since  his 
boyhood. 

To  look  at  him  one  would  hardly  have  believed  that  he  had 
seen  better  days — days  when  his  suit  was  new,  his  ragged  trous- 
ers neatly  pressed,  his  rusty  shoes  well  polished,  and  the  shapeless 
hat,  now  on  his  head,  had  just  the  proper  number  of  dents.  As 
he  sat  dozing  before  the  warming  fire,  memories  of  boyhood 
Christmas  times  came  crowding  back  through  the  years.  His 
pipe  sagged  between  his  relaxed  lips,  and  just  as  he  was  on  the 
verge  of  slumbering,  the  bushes  to  his  right  were  cautiously 
parted  and  another  individual,  whose  misfortune  seemingly 
paralleled  his  own,  stepped  hesitatingly  into  the  small  clearing. 
Dirty  sat  up  with  a  jerk,  his  bead-like  eyes  blinking  rapidly. 
^or  a  moment  ho  glared  at  the  intruder;  then  a  wheeze  of  relief 
escaped  him.  The  other  coughed  apologetically.  " I  thought  may- 
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be  you  was  de  owner  of  de  chicken,"   Dirty  said  huskily.  "You 
sure  gimme  a  scare,  bo. ' ' 

"What  chicken?"  demanded  the  other,  a  hopeful  gleam 
brightening  his  eye. 

' '  De  chicken  wot  was, ' '  sighed  Dirty.  ' l  Sit  down  stranger. 
There's  plenty  of  heat  left." 

The  newcomer  sank  wearily  down  and  f umblingly  drew  forth 
a  flask  from  one  of  his  pockets.  This  contained  a  transparent 
liquid,  which  might  have  been  wood  alcohol.  With  a  broken 
toothed  grin  he  removed  the  cork  and  offered  the  flask  to  his 
host.  Dirty  accepted  with  alacrity,  sniffed  it,  then  placed  the 
bottle  to  his  lips,  making  little  guttural  sounds.  The  contents 
would  have  vanished  had  not  the  owner  snatched  the  bottle 
in  time. 

"Hey  you!  dere's  no  sense  hoggin'  it  all,"  lie  snarled,  pro- 
ceeding to  coax  the  rest  of  the  liquid  from  the  bottle.  Dirty 
studied  the  stranger  for  a  while,  then  recognition  dawned  in  his 
eyes.   "Well,  I'll  be— if  it  ain't " 

"Jones!"  gasped  the  visitor. 

"Smith,"  blurted  Dirty.  "Say,  gimme  the  straight  stuff, 
what  happened  to  you  dat  night!"  demanded  Dirty.  He  fished 
in  his  pocket  and  brought  forth  a  bottle  similar  to  the  one  they 
had  just  finished. 

' '  Dere  's  plenty  to  tell, ' '  growled  the  stranger.  "  It 's  a  rotten 
old  world,  bo. ' ' 

"Fergit  it,"  said  Dirty,  "it's  de  only  one  I  knows.  Go  on 
wid  de  story. ' ' 

"Well,  yer  knows  dat  after  de  big  jamboree  me  and  you 
was  pretty  well  tanked.  De  last  ting  I  remembers  is  dat  we 
was  walkin'  arm  in  arm  along  de  docks.  De  next  ting  I  knew 
I  was  jist  comin'  to.  You  was  gone  an'  I  was  on  a  boat  wid  a 
lot  o'  niggers  an'  chinks  an'  a  mate  dat  was  a  brute.  Dat  mate 
used  to  be  a  lion  tamer  in  a  circus.  Fer  two  months  I  was  his 
pet  lion.  He  used  ter  swab  de  decks  wid  me;  an'  when  he  gits 
tired  o'  dat,  why,  he'd  knock  me  overboard  to  kinda  gimme  a 
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chance  to  git  clean  an'  to  bring  me  to.  But  say,  bo,  before  I 
left  dat  tub  I  finds  out  dat  de  name  o '  de  guy  dat  got  paid  cold 
cash  fer  puttin'  me  on  dat  boat,  is  Green.   He  lives  in  New  York 

An',  man,  when  I  gits  dese  hooks  on  him " 

Here  Smith  extended  two  dirty  claws,  bony  and  dangerous 
looking.  An  evil  look  of  fierce  expectancy  accentuated  the  fierce- 
ness of  his  face.  With  a  suspicious  look  at  Dirty  he  half 
snarled,  "Well,  what  happened  to  youse?" 

Dirty  spat  viciously  and  growled;  "Nearly  de  same  ting, 
but  worse.  De  iast  ting  I  remember  we  was  walkin'  on  de  docks. 
When  I  come  to  I  was  at  sea  in  an  old  whaler  Say,  youse  talk 
about  de  mate  youse  had.  Why,  put  him  alongside  our  captain, 
an'  he'd  look  like  a  teddy  bear.  See  disf"  Dirty  held  up  his 
right  hand,  showing  two  fingers  gone.  "Well,  de  captain  clipped 
off  dem  fingers  one  at  a  time  fer  stealin'  some  o'  his  smokin'. 
I  just  got  off  dat  boat  a  week  ago,  an'  I'm  on  my  way  to  New 
York  to  find  a  guy  by  de  name  o '  Welch.  He  put  me  on  dat  boat. 
I  knows  where  he  lives.   An'  when  I  finds  him — " 

"Shake,"  said  Smith.  "We'll  go  to  New  York  togedder  an' 
git  dese  guys  dat  played  us  dirt." 

"Righto!  We'll  git  dose  Green  an'  Welch  guys  if  we  never 
do  nothin'  else." 

For  some  time  the  two  remained  silent,  casting  furtive 
glances  at  each  other  through  the  flickering  flames  of  the  camp 
fire.  Occasionally  one  or  the  other  tossed  a  stick  into  the  fire 
as  if  fearing  to  let  it  get  low.  Smith  was  the  first  to  break  the 
silence  There  was  a  reminiscent  bitterness  in  his  voice  when 
he  spoke. 

"If  dis  guy  Welch  moves — den  what!" 

"You  leave  dat  to  me,"  snarled  Dirty.  "I'll  find  him.  Say, 
do  vousc  expect  to  find  Green  at  home?" 

4  None  o'  yer  crooked  business,"  the  other  flared.   "Gimme 
de  bottle;  we  might  just  as  well  finish  de  rest  of  it  now." 

He  had   been   loving  with  a  wicked    looking    knife.     This 
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grasped  in  his  right  hand,  he  snatched  the  bottle  with  his  left, 
pulled  the  cork  with  his  teeth,  and  drank  recklessly. 

"Easy,"  shouted  Dirty.  "Another  drop,  an'  I'll  plug 
youse." 

Lowering  the  bottle  Smithy  gazed  blankly  into  the  muzzle 
of  a  revolver.  With  shaking  hand  he  passed  over  the  bottle. 
Dirty  drained  it;  then  tossed  it  aside.  He  fingered  his  weapon 
carelessly,  the  muzzle  still  pointing  at  his  companion. 

"When  I  finds  dat  dirty  guy,  Green,  I'll " 

"Well,  don't  git  excited  an'  mistake  me  fer  him,"  the 
other  whined.    "Pocket  de  cannon,  pal." 

"Sure  ting,  when  youse  pocket  de  frog  sticker,"  retorted 
Dirty. 

Another  long  silence,  while  Dirty  idly  toyed  with  the  re- 
volver and  let  the  fire  light  glint  upon  its  carefully  polished 
barrel.  Smith  watched  him,  his  red-rimmed  eyes  ever  shifting 
to  the  knife,  whose  sharpness  he  advertised  by  whittling  at  a 
thick  stick.   Nor  was  this  all  lost  on  Dirty. 

"Let's  turn  in,"  growled  Dirty. 

"Suits  me,"  acquiesced  the  other  sullenly.  "Where's  de 
nop?" 

1  i  Old  shed  over  dere, ' '  muttered  Dirty.  "  It 's  divided  by  a 
partition.    Youse  take  one  half,  I'll  take  de  other." 

In  silence  the  two  sought  the  refuge,  plying  each  other  with 
distrustful  glances  as  they  went. 

1  *  'Night, ' '  mumbled  Dirty,  shivering  violently.  i '  See  you  in 
de  mornin'. " 

"Eighto,"  croaked  Smith.  "We'll  beat  it  to  New  York  and 
find  dose  guys."  And  several  oaths  came  from  the  chattering 
teeth. 

They  parted  abruptly,  disappearing  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  partition ;  and  after  much  rustling  of  dry  straw  a  long  silence 
fell. 

Gray  dawn  found  two  sets  of  stealthy  looking  footprints  in 
the  snow  that  had  carpeted  the  wood  that  Christmas  night, — 
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two  sets  of  footprints,  both  leading  away  from  the  shack  and] 
away  from  the  great  city  of  New  York. 

Both  Mr.  Green  and  Mr.  Welch  had  left  on  separate  and 

long  trails. 

— Herbert  8 ohm. 


The   Red    Cross 


Emblem  of  mercy!   Thou  hast  a  doleful  tale  to  tell, 
Of  death,  excruciating  pains,  and  woes  untold ; 
For  this  unhappy  lot  to  thee  alone  befell-  - 
To  witness  human  grief,  and  suffering  behold. 

Thou  art  the  angel  spirit  of  the  battle  fields; 
The  wounded  rally  in  thy  light,  thy  soothing  palm 
Alleviating  pain,  thy  cheering  smile  that  yields 
Bright  hope  and  gladness  and  a  heavenly  calm. 

Thy  task  is  tedious,  but  noble  is  thy  mission, 
When  parting  breath  fleeing  the  pallid  lips  of  mortal, 
The  drooping  head  still  rests  upon  thy  breast,  his  vision 
Lured  high  above  the  clouds  beyond  Elysium's  portal. 

Klinblem  of  mercy!  May  thy  radiance  never  cease, 
Till  time  with  subtle  touch  shall  heal  the  wounds  of  hatred 
And  blood  of  men  shall  flow  no  more,  and  lasting  peace 
Shall  reign  supreme  on  earth  and  everywhere  be  sacred. 

— Sidney  Bar  son. 


COMING  BACK 


HIS  was  Frank  Clifford's  third  expulsion.  From  this, 
one  might  be  led  to  believe  that  he  was  naturally  un- 
principled or  unruly.  Such,  however,  was  not  the 
case.  Frank  was  just  an  honest-to-goodness,  one  hun- 
dred per  cent  American  boy,  too  full  of  mischief  to 
keep  it  within  bounds.  But  that  was  just  his  one  great 
fault.  He  was  already  nineteen  years  old,  and  yet 
he  acted  just  as  rashly  and  with  no  more  considera- 
tion of  the  consequences  than  he  had  done  when  he  was  twelve. 
It  was  this  that  caused  him  to  be  twice  expelled  from  high  school, 
and  now  from  Princeton. 

He  was  far  from  feeling  at  ease  as  he  stepped  off  the  train, 
for  he  knew  full  well  that  the  scene  about  to  be  staged  with  his 
father  as  main  actor,  wxmld  resemble  a  tragedy  far  more  than  a 
comedy.  He  walked  home  very  leisurely,  so  as  to  allow  due  time 
for  his  trunk  to  get  there  first,  and  thus  gradually  to  "spread 
the  news  to  mother. ' '  When  the  first  burst  of  welcome  was  over, 
Frank  cast  an  anxious  glance  at  his  father  and  noticed  that  the 
weather  on  the  paternal  brow  was  not  clear,  and  he  expected  a 
peal  of  thunder  at  any  second.  After  a  rather  awkward  silence 
his  father  began,  "You  came  home  rather  unexpected. ' ' 
"Yes." 

Another  interval  of  silence. 
i  i  I  saw  that  you  brought  your  trunk  with  you. ' ' 
"Yes." 

Profound  silence  once  more. 

"Well,  what's  the  idea  of  leaving  before  the  end  of  the 
year ! ' ' 

"I  was  invited,' '  replied  Frank,  trying  to  make  light  of 
the  matter, ' '  or  rather  I  was  advised  that  my  presence  at  Prince- 
ton University  was  no  longer  desirable,  and  so — " 
"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  are  expelled?" 
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"There  were  three  besides  me — " 

"I  didn't  ask  how  many  there  were;  are  you  expelled  or 

not?" 

"Yes,"  admitted  Frank,  very  much  relieved  that  the  thing- 
was  finally  out. 

"I  suppose  I  ought  to  congratulate  myself  for  having  a 
tine  young  man  like  you  for  a  son, ' '  sarcastically  continued  his 
father.  "It  wasn't  enough  that  you  disgraced  us  by  being  twice 
expelled  from  high  school.  You  had  to  climax  the  affair  by  an 
expulsion  from  Princeton,  so  that  it  is  almost  impossible  for  you 
to  enter  another  university.  Well,  you  took  your'  own  choice.  I 
told  you  plainly  enough  that  this  was  your  last  chance,  and  I'm 
not  going  back  on  my  word." 

With  determination  written  all  over  his  face,  he  went  to  his 
desk  and  wrote  out  a  check.  Handing  it  to  Frank  he  said,  "Here 
is  money  enough  to  last  you  for  a  couple  of  months.  That  will 
give  you  sufficient  time  to  find  a  job.  I  don't  care  where  you  go 
or  what  you  do,  but  you're  going  to  get  out  of  my  house,  and 
you  're  not  coming  back  until  you  have  shown  that  you  intend  to 
make  something  of  yourself. ' ' 

"But  father,  I—" 

' '  None  of  your  alibis.  Get  out. ' ' 

Frank  knew  his  father  too  well  to  argue  with  him.  After 
bidding  good-bye  to  the  rest  of  the  family  he  went  across  the 
street  to  tell  Rose  about  the  whole  affair.  She  was  a  pretty  girl, 
one  year  his  junior.  They  had  been  playmates  from  childhood 
and  today  they  were  like  brother  and  sister,  only  they  had  fewer 
fights  and  spats  than  the  ordinary  brother  and  sister. 

"But  you  are  not  going  to  leave  Annapolis!"  she  questioned 
eagerly. 

"Of  course  I  am.  I  don't  want  to  live  here  like  an  outcast. 
1  'm  going  to  Butte,  Montana.  An  old  college  pal  of  mine  invited 
me  to  come  and  visit  him  this  summer." 

"Oh  Prank,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  go  away." 

"  I  have  no  other  choice." 

"Bui  you'll  write  to  me,"  she  pleaded. 
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Frank  was  perplexed.  "I  would  like  to,"  he  admitted,  "but 
T  don't  think  I  can,  because  I  want  to  keep  my  whereabouts 
secret.  I'm  not  going  to  give  my  father  the  satisfaction  of  think- 
ing that  I  am  anxious  to  return  home.  If  he  thinks  I  'm  going  to 
beg  him  to  allow  me  to  come  back,  he 's  mistaken. ' ' 

"Oh,  I  won't  tell  anybody,  even  mother." 

"It's  not  that  I  don't  trust  you,"  he  explained,  "but  your 
parents  are  bound  to  see  the  post  mark  on  the  letters,  unless 
you  always  get  the  mail  before  they  have  a  chance  to  see  it. ' ' 

"I've  got  it."  exclaimed  Rose.  "Send  the  letters  to  some 
fictitious  name,  and  I  will  call  for  them  at  the  general  delivery 
window.    No  one  there  knows  my  real  name." 

This  sounded  very  plausible  and  Frank  agreed  to  write, 
but  threatened  to  stop  the  moment  any  one  else  from  Annapolis 
found  out  where  he  was  staying. 

Six  months  wrought  a  little  change  in  Frank.  He  began  to 
experience  that  it  wasn't  very  pleasant  to  be  thrown  entirely  on 
his  own  resources  after  being  accustomed  to  get  everything  for 
the  mere  asking.  He  tried  his  skill  at  salesmanship,  bookkeeping 
and  several  other  jobs,  and  was  fairly  successful  at  each,  but 
none  of  them  suited  him,  and  he  often  wished  himself  back  with 
his  old  classmates.  College  life  now  seemed  to  him  nothing  short 
of  ideal  and  he  finally  decided  to  finish  his  A.  B.  course.  He  en- 
tered the  University  of  Colorado  and  worked  his  way  through 
school.  Things  now  arjpeared  in  an  altogether  different  light  and 
his  junior  and  senior  years  were  spent  very  profitably. 

During  these  two  years  Rose  and  he  kept  up  a  constant  cor- 
respondence, and  being  very  anxious  that  it  should  continue, 
Rose  exercised  the  utmost  vigilance  in  keeping  his  letters  abso- 
lutely secret.  During  the  last  six  months  of  his  senior  year  she 
had  begged  him  unceasingly  to  return  to  Annapolis  immediately 
after  his  graduation,  assuring  him  that  his  father  and  the  rest 
of  the  family  were  becoming  uneasy  by  his  long  absence.  He 
promised  to  return  as  soon  as  he  could  earn  enough  money  to 
make  the  trip.  At  last  Rose  received  the  longed-for  intelligence 
that  Frank  was  coming  home.   He  was  to  stop  over  in  Chicago, 
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and  would  arrive  in  Annapolis  at  3  :45  p.  m.  on  the  20th  of  July. 
But  her  joy  was  of  short  duration.  She  was  at  the  station  and 
oagerly  scanned  the  travelers  as  one  after  another  alighted,  but 
Frank  was  not  among  them. 

Consoling  herself  with  the  thought  that  he  had  probably 
missed  the  train  and  would  certainly  arrive  the  next  clay,  she 
went  home.    The  next  day  and  many  succeeding  days  slipped  by 

but  Frank  did  not  return. 

****** 

George  Rapp  paused  before  the  door  of  the  dean's  office 
in  order  to  generate  enough  courage  to  confront  that  dignitary 
for  the  explanation  of  his  third  and  last  offense  against  the  rules 
of  Bradford  University.  Unrestrained  boyishness  mingled  with 
not  a  little  recklessness  constituted  George's  principal  vice, 
which  was  the  cause  of  his  last  fall  as  well  as  of  the  previous  ones. 

As  the  boy  entered  the  office  the  dean  looked  up  from  his 
work  and  regarded  him  sternly.  George  avoided  the  gaze  and 
seated  himself  in  a  chair  immediately  before  the  dean. 

"Well,  George,  I  understand  that  you  have  failed  to  make 
good  your  third  and  last  opportunity  of  remaining  at  this  uni- 
versity.  Can  you  explain! " 

"Yes,  I  can,  Dean.  I  carried  off  a  barber's  pole  and  set  it 
up  in  my  room.  Then  the  barber  brought  his  charges  against 
tne  and  in  so  doing  made  me  out  to  be  worse  than  I  really  am." 

"Don't  you  think  you  are  rather  old  for  such  boyish 
pranks ?" 

"Perhaps  I  am,  Dean;  but  I  can't  help  it.  I  didn't  mean  to 
do  anything  really  bad." 

"  Bui  we  must  conduct  this  institution  according  to  the  regu- 
lations, and  the  regulations  say  that  if  a  student  is  guilty  of  such 
offenses  he  is  to  be  discharged." 

"]  can'1  help  it.  I  earnestly  try  to  be  better.  My  mother 
often  reproves  me  for  my  lack  of  manliness.  She  always  cites 
t()  me  the  Pate  of  an  old  friend  of  hers  who  was  about  as  boyish 
and  reckless  as  I  am,  though  he  couldn't  help  it;  how  when  he  was 
expelled  from  Princeton  University  his  father  drove  him  from 
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home ;  and  how  he  drifted  away  and  never  again  returned.  Poor 
ma,  she  often  speaks  of  him,  and  sometimes  the  thought  of  it 
brings  tears  to  her  eyes — she  thinks  I  may  travel  the  same  path. 
For  her  sake,  Dean,  please  put  yourself  in  my  place." 

"PUT  YOURSELF  IN  MY  PLACE." 

These  words  hit  Dean  Wallace  like  a  thunderbolt.  He  jerked 
back  suddenly  and  then  stared  vacantly  at  the  pleading  reprobate 
before  him.  He  saw  himself  in  the  dim  past,  seated  before  a 
dean  at  Princeton  University  and  making  a  similar  plea.  He  rose 
from  his  chair  and  putting  his  hands  to  his  head,  as  if  to  assist 
the  memory,  he  heard  that  fateful  sentence  pronounced  by  that 
old  dean: 

1 1  No,  Frank  Clifford ;  you  We  had  your  last  chance.    Go  ! " 

4 '  Frank  Clifford !  Frank  Clifford ! ' '  whispered  the  dean  to 
himself  as  he  paced  the  room  feverishly.  Then  he  stopped  stock- 
still  ;  the  whole  think  dawned  upon  him. 

Why,  he  was  Frank  Clifford.  He  was  going  home  after  he 
had  completed  his  college  course  in  the  West — that  was  twenty 
years  ago — when  the  train  was  wrecked  and  he  was  seriously 
injured.  As  a  consequence  he  lost  his  memory  insofar  as  he  was 
unable  to  recall  his  identity.  Then  he  recollected  his  subsequent 
study  in  the  University  of  Chicago  under  the  assumed  name  of 
Gilbert  Wallace.    Now  he  was  dean  of  Bradford  College. 

A  short  while  later  he  asked  of  the  student,  who  had  been 
watching  him  all  the  while  with  grave  suspicions  regarding  his 
sanity. 

"What  was  formerly  your  mother's  name!" 

"Her  maiden  name  was  Rose  Dooley." 

"Rose  Dooley."  sighed  the  dean  as  he  buried  his  face  in 
his  hands.   "And  your  father?" 

' '  He  died  ten  years  ago. ' ' 

The  dean  sat  mute  for  a  considerable  time.  Then  he  further 
asked:  "George,  when  are  you  going  home  for  the  Christmas 
holidays  1 ' ' 

"Tonight  if  I  find  out  that  I'm  not  expelled;  but  if  I  am 
expelled  I  shall  not  return  home  at  all. ' ' 


114  THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 

"George,  you're  not  expelled.  You  and  I  leave  for  the  East 
tonight  together,  understand?" 

' l  Thank  you  ever  so  much,  Dean.  My  mother  will  be  delight- 
ed, I'm  sure." 

"She  ought  to  be,  George,"  agreed  Wallace  with  a  grin. 

That  night  the  eastbound  train  was  hurrying  George  Rapp 
and  Frank  Clifford,  alias  Gilbert  Wallace,  to  the  home  of  the 
one-time  Rose  Dooley. 

— Julius  J.  Berger. 


Hail,  The  King  is  Born! 


North's  hoary-heavy  breath  is  hushed, 
This  clear  December  night ; 

The  snow  a  million  times  gives  back 
Each  spangle's  trembling  light. 

But  steadier  than  these  fickle  lights 
Gleams  one,  more  brilliant  far 

Than  all  the  snow  has  since  recast — 
The  holy  Bethlehem  Star. 

All  earth  is  lulled  this  mystic  hour, 
While  Nature,  bowed  and  still, 

Bewilders  man,  who  fails  to  see 
The  meaning  of  it,  till — 

Through  that  pure  light  the  Angels  sing, 
"Hail,  Christ  the  King  is  born!" 

And  earth's  own  peace  is  echoed  back, 
This  sacred  Christmas  morn. 

—C.  F.  Kr 
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FATHER'S  BLESSING 


AT  N.  BONEHILL  rose  bright  and  early.    He  opened 
^  his  eyes,  glanced  at  the  clock  on  the  table  nearby,  and 

concluding  that  it  was  nigh  time  to  get  up,  he  slipped 
into  his  clothes  and  went  about  his  toilet.  Thus  his 
daily  routine  began,  and,  being  a  man  of  conservative 
ideas,  he  believed  that  a  thing  well  begun  is  half  done ; 
consequently,  he  paid  particular  attention  to  his 
nails,  teeth  and  hair,  since  the  other  features  of  his 
voluminous  physiognomy,  being  of  a  more  permanent  shape 
and  character,  could  not  be  so  easily  altered. 

However,  he  was  well  satisfied  with  himself,  as  he  stood  in 
front  of  the  mirror,  his  hands  running  up  and  down  his  smooth- 
shaven  face. 

" Mirrors,  like  figures,  lie  only  when  they  are  wrong,"  he 
mused,  "and  I  am  quite  sure  this  one  is  right." 

A  smile  of  self-satisfaction  beamed  across  his  countenance. 

"Well,"  he  confided  to  his  image,  "I  am  not  as  handsome  as 

Apollo,  nor  as  lovable  as  Adonis.    Still  I  can  vie  in  manly  beauty 

with  any  one  of  my  kind  and  without  doubt  could  conquer  any 

of  our  earthly  goddesses." 

It  must  be  said  of  Mr.  Bonehill  that  outwardly  he  presented 
a  rather  favorable  impression.    True,  his  lower  jaw  protruded 
far  in  advance  of  his  upper  lip  and  his  aquiline  nose  of  quite 
elongated  proportions  displayed  a  considerable  hump;  but  on 
the  whole,  and  considering  the  flawlessness  of  his  attire,  which 
added  much  dignity  to  the  general  appearance,  he  was  a  well 
preserved  specimen  of  a  youth  who  was  about  to  add  the  thirty- 
first  candle  to  his  birthday  cake. 
A  knock  was  heard  at  the  door. 
"Come  in." 
"Good  morning,  Mr.  Bonehill,"  the  landlady  greeted  him,  as 
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she  rolled  in  through  the  door.  "It's  really  not  important.  Just 
a  little  bill.  It's  the  first,  you  know." 

"Oh,"  remonstrated  he  jocosely.  "So  you  are  here  again  to 
hold  me  up.  That  slip  of  paper  in  your  hand  is  more  powerful 
than  a  gun  in  the  hands  of  the  most  desperate  robber.  But  I  do 
not  object  to  being  waylaid  by  a  criminal  as  charming  as  you 
are." 

The  landlady  blushed  to  the  roots  of  her  hair. 

"Now,  Mr.  Bonehill,  you  must  not  say  those  tilings.  A  young 
man  of  your  position  should  know  better  than  this."  She  waved 
her  finger  at  him.  "You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  for 
putting  me  in  such  an  awkward  position." 

"Oh  well,  a  lady  of  your  position  and  your  experience  de- 
serves a  little  praise.  Besides  it  is  the  truth,  and  vou  can't  denv 
it." 

'  You  are  very  naughty,  Mr.  Bonehill,  and  you  are  growing 
worse  every  day,"  laughed  the  landlady,  as  she  went  toward  the 
door. 

"I'll  settle  the  bill  tonight,"  was  Nat's  final  message  after 
ber.    "Well,  this  reminds  me." 

He  walked  over  to  his  clothes  closet  and  from  its  innermost 
depth  he  produced  a  paper  bag,  which  disclosed  a  new  fall  hat. 
It  was  a  round,  black  derby  which  he  had  recently  procured  at  a 
sacrifice  sale  at  less  than  half  the  price  marked.  This  being 
11. e  beginning,  of  the  winter  season,  Nat,  always  true  to  the 
rules  of  etiquette,  took  a  special  delight  in  putting  on  the  new 
headgear. 

It  was  early;  so  he  decided  to  walk  to  the  Aqua  Regia  Fish 
and  Oyster  Co.  where  he  was  employed  as  a  clerk  in  the  book- 
keeping department.  A  fresh  breeze  made  it  an  ideal  winter 
moi  ning.  Smartly  adjusted  his  hat  glittered  in  the  bright  sun- 
light, and  in  his  selfconceit,  he  felt  the  eyes  of  everyone  lingering 
m  wondering  enchantment  on  his  fascinating  figure. 

He  was  but  a  short  distance  from  his  destination,  when  a 
sudden  gusl  lifted  his  hat,  circled  it  for  a  moment  and  swept  it 
rnstantly  there  was  a  commotion  among  the  pedestrians 
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on  the  street.  A  rather  seedy  old  gentleman,  dropping  his  cane 
and  dignity,  stood  waiting,  ready  to  receive  the  flying  object  into 
his  outstretched  arms.  But  nature  was  in  a  playful  mood  that 
breezy  morning.  The  wind  turned  it  sharply  away  from  him, 
just  when  the  hat  was  almost  within  his  grasp.  A*  youngster, 
bubbling  with  youth  and  joy,  gave  chase  to  the  flying  mystery, 
and  in  order  to  effect  the  capture  successfully  he  attempted  to 
fall  on  it.  The  result,  however,  was  unforeseen;  he  missed  the 
hat  and  stretched  himself  full  length  on  the  pavement. 

The  hat  was  now  rolling  on  the  ground,  zigzagging  to  right 
and  left  and  foiling  every  attempt  to  stop  it.  The  curiosity  of 
the  pedest rains  was  aroused,  and  they  watched  with  intense  in- 
terest the  development  of  events.  The  hat  now  reached  a  young 
lady,  who,  trying  to  avoid  a  collision,  stepped  aside  and  lifted  her 
foot  to  let  it  pass.  But  as  she  did  so,  the  wind  subsided  for  a 
single  moment,  laying  the  hat  flat  on  its  brim  and  at  the  feet  of 
the  young  lady.  Unable  to  step  aside  or  balance  herself  any 
longer,  she  let  her  uplifted  foot  plunge  through  the  top  of  the 
ill-fated  tile. 

All  out  of  breath  Nat  rushed  up  and  stopped,  rendered 
motionless  and  speechless  by  the  horrible  sight.  His  new  head- 
piece was  utterly  ruined,  the  tall  heel  of  the  lady 's  pump  having 
lodged  fast  in  the  texture  of  the  felt. 

"I —  I  think —  I  stopped  it,"  he  heard  in  a  faint  voice. 

"Yes." 

' i  I  am —  I  am  sorry. ' ' 

"Hm-m,"  grunted  Nat  with  an  air  which  meant  to  say  that 
pity  in  this  case  will  not  help  matters  much. 

"I  did  not  mean  to  do  it." 

Here  for  the  first  time  Nat  N.  Bonehill  looked  up  at  the 
speaker.  A  pair  of  brown  eyes  looked  at  him  from  beneath  a 
screen  of  dark  long  lashes, — looked  at  him  pleadingly,  as  if  ask- 
ing forgiveness.  Then  her  glance  dropped  to  her  foot  below, 
which,  placed  in  a  very  awkward  position  by  the  hat  clinging  to 
it,  was  moving  uneasily  in  its  place.  Nat  grasped  the  situation 
at  once.    Spreading  his  handkerchief  on  the  pavement,  he  fell  on 
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one  knee  in  a  knightly  fashion  and  liberated  the  imprisoned  heel 
of  the  dainty  wearer. 

"Thank  you,  ever  so  much,"  she  smiled. 

"Oh,  don't  mention  it,"  snapped  back  Nat,  who  by  this  time 
had  regained  his  self-composure. 

"It  was  very  unfortunate." 

"That's  merely  a  trifle  and  not  worth  mentioning  twice," 
he  replied  seemingly  indifferent,  though  sick  at  heart  at  the 
recollection  of  his  loss. 

"Still  I  could  not  avoid  it.  It  happened  so  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly.    It  was  so  embarrassing." 

"But,  really,  this  is  a  very  small  matter  and  should  not  wor- 
ry you  at  all.  Besides  I  can  replace  it  very  easily.  Are  you  going 
down  this  way?" 

"Surely.  I  am  working  just  a  few  blocks  down  the  street." 

"It  is  rather  strange  I  did  not  meet  you  before." 

"Oh,  I  was  employed  here  only  a  few  days  ago  and  am  just 
getting  acquainted. ' ' 

Needless  to  say,  Bonehill  was  glad  to  make  the  acquaintance. 
He  escorted  Violet  Freely— for  that  was  the  name  of  his  charm- 
ing new  friend— to  the  door  of  her  establishment, 

"I  hope,  we  meet  again,"  he  inserted  timidly. 

"Of  course,"  she  answered  obligingly.  "I  live  but  a  short 
distance  from  here  and  walk  to  work  every  morning.  But  I  am 
almosl  Late  now.    Goodbye." 

She  flashed  a  bewitching  smile  and  disappeared,  leaving  the 
bewildered  Bonehill  to  meditate  upon  the  singularities  of  fate. 

I"  the  days  following  the  co-workers  of  Nat  N.  Bonehill 
noticed  a  peculiar  brightness  in  his  complexion.  His  hair,  nails 
and  teeth  showed  signs  of  excessive  care;  coincidental^,  the  head 
bookkeeper  noticed  quite  a  number  of  errors  in  the  books  that 
were  Qandled  ^  Bonehill.  The  latter,  however,  did  not  fail  to 
notice  the  time  Miss  Freely  went  to  and  from  work.  He  ac- 
companied her  usually,  and  on  one  occasion  he  even  asked  her  to 
go  to  I  Ik-  movies. 
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' 'Oh,  thank  you  Mr.  Bonehill,  but  I  can't  go  tonight.  I  have 
some  church  work  to  do,  and  it  will  keep  me  busy  all  week. ' ' 

"Well,  then,  will  you  go  to  lunch  with  me  tomorrow ?" 

"I —  really —  don't  know.  I  may  not  object  to  it,  perhaps." 

In  this  he  succeeded  a  couple  of  times,  and  on  such  occa- 
sions she  was  very  obliging,  which  seemed  only  to  strengthen  his 
affection  for  her.  Soon  they  grew  intimate  and  Nat  even  called 
her  Violet,  at  which  she  usually  blushed,  though  only  in  accord- 
ance with  the  trait  of  feminine  nature. 

Nat  N.  Bonehill  was  a  man  of  few  words  and,  as  such,  he 
possessed  an  enormous  amount  of  energy,  which  culminated  in 
immediate  and  vigorous  action,  whenever  the  case  required  it. 
Moreover,  he  was  of  a  marriageable  age  and  disposition  and, 
consequently,  always  in  search  of  some  one  willing  to  tread  the 
path  of  life  at  his  side.  But  to  have  the  distinction  of  being  called 
his  better  half,  his  partner  must  be  of  unusually  high  merits, 
equal  at  least  to  those  of  his  own  person.  He  was  determined 
to  forge  his  fate  while  the  fire  was  still  burning,  and  Miss  Freely, 
ever  so  obliging,  did  not  show  any  sign  of  objection  to  being 
wooed,  beyond  the  natural  modesty  of  a  young  girl  in  her 
position. 

"Violet,"  whispered  Nat  to  her,  as  they  walked  home  one 
evening  in  the  spring.  "I  have  a  few  important  things  to  tell 
you." 

"Really!"  she  inquired  coquettishly.  "I  am  so  sorry;  it  is 
late  now  and  I  must  hurry  home  to  dinner." 

"Have  you  any  church  work  tonight?" 

"No,  I  have  no  church  work,  though  I  may  have  some  other 
engagement. ' ' 

"But  I  must  see  you.  It's  very  important.  I  wonder,  if  it 
would  be  possible  for  you  to  meet  me  sometime  this  evening?" 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment. 

"Very  well,"  she  agreed  with  a  decisive  gesture;  "meet  me 
at  the  Public  Square  at  eight  o  'clock. ' ' 

Bonehill 's  heart  leaped  with  joy.  The  opportunity  of  his 
lifetime  had  finally  come. 
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He  felt  victory  in  the  very  air,  and  his  face  bore  an  aspect 
of  self-confidence  as  he  greeted  her  again  that  evening. 

"Where  shall  we  go?"  she  asked. 

Nat  was  taken  aback  by  the  suddenness  of  the  question. 

"I  thought,  perhaps,  we  could  take  a  stroll  through  the 
park,"  he  suggested. 

"Fine.  I  just  love  to  sit  under  the  spreading  boughs,  list- 
ening to  the  whispering  leaves  telling  the  secrets  of  night.  If 
we  could  only  understand  their  language,  don't  you  think  it 
would  make  an  interesting  story!" 

"Yes,  I  presume  so." 

"And  the  air  all  about  is  so  inspiring,  moving  man  to  nobler 
things.  It  is  nature  that  forces  people  to  open  their  hearts,  is  it 
not '!  Here  is  a  seat,  will  you  sit  down?" 

"Yes,  I  think,  I  will." 

"How  calm  the  summer  night  is!  And  do  you  notice  how 
the  stars  twinkle  and  wink  at  each  other!  Why  do  they  misbe- 
have so,  do  you  know?" 

He  was  fast  losing  ground  under  this,  barrage  of  chatter. 
He  had  previously  prepared  a  long  speech  full  of  flowery  lan- 
guage and  poetical  outburst,  but  at  this  critical  moment  he  could 
not  recollect  the  beginning.  However,  her  reference  to  the  stars 
brought  back  to  him  the  passage  where  he  compared  the  luster 
of  her  eyes  to  the  brightness  of  the  stars,  and  he  concluded  that 
be  might  use  this  moment  to  the  best  of  his  advantage. 

"That's  just  what  I  was  going  to  tell  you,"  lie  began. 

"Oh,  it 's  so  interesting,"  she  cried,  clasping  her  hands. 

'Yes,  Violet,  I—  I  want  to  say—  I  want  to  tell  you,  how 
much  I  adore  you." 

"Oli,  I  thought  you  were  going  to  explain  to  me  the  wonders 
of  heaven,"  she  said  evasively  and  with  a  slight  disappointment. 

A  silence  ensued.  Nat  was  completely  at  a  loss  what  to  say 
next.   Still  be  was  determined  to  go  through  the  procedure. 

'Miss  Freely."  His  speech  now  was  very  limited.  "I  lay 
myself,  my  present  and  my  future  at  your  feet.   Will  you  be  my 
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"Why,  Mr.  Bonehill,  this  is  so  sudden.    I  never  expected  it." 

"That's  true,  but  even  our  acquaintance  was  a  stroke  of 
fate  and  was  fully  unexpected." 

"But,  Mr.  Bonehill,  I  really  do  not  know.  You  must  ask  my 
father's  consent,  before  I  give  you  my  answer." 

Nat  was  not  prepared  for  this  emergency,  but  since  this 
was  the  order  of  thing's — according  to  Miss  Freely — he  consent- 
ed willingly,  and,  to  expedite  matters,  the  proposed  conference 
was  to  be  held  on  the  following  evening. 

That  night  Nat  dreamed  that  he  was  hovering  above  the 
heavens  with  Violet  in  bridal  gown  and  veil  at  his  side  and  the 
angels  of  the  skies  singing  the  nuptial  chorus.  Dawn  and  the 
merciless  alarm  clock  brought  him  down  from  the  blissful  heights 
to  cold  reality,  but  spurred  by  the  vision  and  confident  of  his 
success,  he  made  preparations  for  the  coming  event.  In  his  mind 
he  had  gone  through  time  and  time  again  what  he  would  say,  how 
he  would  make  the  attack,  how  he  would  force  his  arguments,  and' 
how  under  the  weight  of  his  contentions  the  old  gentleman; 
would  be  compelled  to  yield  and  finally  give  his  blessing. 

To  make  the  event  even  more  formal,  he  went  to  a  little  ex- 
pense and  bought  a  bouquet  for  the  lady  of  his  heart.  Having 
thus  amply  armed  himself  for  the  combat,  he  rang  at  the  entrance 
to  his  fair  lady's  home  at  the  appointed  hour.  A  neatly  dressed 
maid  opened  the  door. 

1 '  Is  Miss  Freely  home  ? ' '   inquired  Nat. 

"Yes  sir.   Will  you  step  in?" 

' '  Certainly. ' '  He  followed  the  maid  into  the  parlor. 

"Be  seated,  please.  I'll  announce  your  presence  to  Miss 
Freely." 

Nat,  slightly  nervous,  dropped  into  an  easy  chair  and  looked 
about  the  room.  He  was  abashed  by  this  formality,  and  in  col- 
lecting his  senses  he  failed  to  notice  that  he  was  not  alone  in  the 
room.  A  well  dressed  young  man,  sitting  at  the  opposite  side  of 
the  room,  put  away  the  paper  he  had  been  reading  and  turned 
to  Nat. 

* i  How  do  you  do  ? "   he  greeted  the  latter. 
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Nat  nodded  his  head  and  grinned  sickly. 

"Miss  Freely  will  be  down  in  just  a  minute/ '  continued  the 
stranger,  "and  in  the  meantime,  I'll  have  the  audacity  to  intro- 
duce myself.   Charles  Strong  is  my  name." 

"Yes,"  chimed  in  Nat,  feeling  the  need  of  saying  something. 
"Pleased  to  meet  you." 

i  i  Miss  Freely  asked  me  to  entertain  you  for  a  moment,  until 
she  finishes  a  few  letters  on  matters  pertaining  to  business.  A 
woman  in  her  position,  you  know,  has  so  much  to  do  that  the 
day  is  too  short." 

1  i  She  occupies  a  high  position,  then ! ' ' 

i  i  Of  course.  She  is  the  head  of  the  Freely  Hat  Co.  and,  you 
know,  that  concern  does  a  big  business. ' ' 

Nat  beamed  with  pride  and  glee.  He  was  now  getting  im- 
patient. 

"Is  Mr.  Freely  home?"  he  asked.  "I  would  like  to  speak  to 
him  for  a  few  minutes." 

"Why,  my  dear  sir,  Mr.  Freely  is  dead." 

"Dead?"  echoed  Bonehill. 

His  heart  was  sinking  fast.  He  drew  back  in  his  seat.  It 
was  impossible.    Surely  there  was  some  misunderstanding. 

"I  mean  Violet's  father,"    he  insisted. 

"Yes,  Violet's  father  contracted  pneumonia  ten  years  ago 
and  died,  leaving  everything  to  his  daughter.  She  has  had  charge 
of  the  business  ever  ever  since.  Of  course,  she  did  not  necessarily 
have  to  work,  and  her  association  with  the  business  was  purely 
voluntary,  though  she  did  get  tired  of  it  lately.  But  it  won't  be 
for  long.  Violet  and  I  are  going  to  get  married  next  month,  and 
then  I'll  insist  that  she  resign  her  position." 

Nat  N.  Bonehill  felt  a  lump  rise  to  his  throat,  but  calling 
all  his  manliness  to  his  aid,  he  managed  to  control  himself.  He 
rose. 

"Aren't  you  going  to  await  Violet?  She  ought  to  be  down 
any  minute  now." 

"No  sir,"  he  replied.   "I  have  an  important  engagement." 

At  the  door  he  paused.   He  still  held  the  bouquet  in  his  left 
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hand.  He  hesitated  and  at  one  time  made  a  motion,  as  if  he  were 
going  to  leave  it.  Finally  he  opened  the  door  and  went  out,  his 
head  and  arms  hanging  and  the  bouquet  dangling  carelessly 
about  his  knees. 

In  the  darkness  of  the  night  a  lonely  passer-by  wondered  at 
the  hasty  flight  of  a  distracted  youth  and  the  hearty  laughter  is- 
suing from  the  open  window  of  a  nearby  apartment. 


-Sidney  Bar  son. 
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POINT  OF  VIEW 


T  is  not  enough  for  a  novelist  to  consider  merely  the 
series  of  events,  plot,  setting,  and  characters  which 
make  up  his  narrative.  He  must  consider,  as  well, 
the  angle  or  point  of  view  from  which  he  is  going  to 
present  them,  for  it  is  a  matter  of  experience  that  the 
same  object  observed  from  different  angles  results 
in  as  many  interpretations  as  there  are  angles  from 
which  to  view  it.  Some  are  best  related  from  posi- 
tion A,  others  from  B,  etc.  The  author  must  determine,  then, 
which  of  several  is  best  suited  to  the  particular  case  under  his 
immediate  consideration.  Advantages  and  disadvantages  of  the 
various  points  of  view  open  to  him  must  be  studied  and  care- 
fully weighed. 

Although  there  are  many,  two  general  view  points  can  be 
made  to  include  all.  First,  a  story  may  be  told  from  an  internal 
standpoint;  that  is,  told  either  by  the  leading  or  subordinate 
characters.  Action  can  thus  receive  wTider  expression,  for  the 
person  telling  the  event  experienced  it.  Vividness  and  emotions 
are  enhanced,  for  the  internal  point  of  view  necessitates  that 
things  be  told  in  the  first  person — always  more  intimate  than 
the  third.  Plausibility  and  concreteness  are  also  strengthened 
when  the  participant  in  a  scene  relates  motives,  circumstances, 
etc.,  as  he  knows  and  feels  them.  On  the  other  hand,  however, 
an  author  writing  a  story  in  the  first  person  encounters  serious 
difficulties.  It  is  impossible  and  unreasonable  for  a  leading 
character  to  analyze  his  own  states  of  mind,  and  to  describe  him- 
self in  any  way  as  will  make  him  appear  as  others  see  and  know 
him.  Again,  he  could  not  remain  a  person  true  to  life  were  he 
to  assume  to  know  all  that  is  going  on  about  him,  in  the  minds  of 
others,  and  in  sections  of  the  country  miles  away.  He  cannot 
be  everywhere  at  the  same  time.  Were  he  to  avoid  an  omniscient 
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attitude  by  stating'  that  he  found  such  and  such  events  to  have 
occurred  prior  to  his  knowledge  of  them — going  back  as  it  were — 
the  story  would  soon  become  monotonous  and  clumsy.  The  auth- 
or may  let  each  character  tell  a  part  of  the  story  by  employing 
the  epistolary  method;  thus  each  in  turn  could  describe  and 
make  known  what  is  beyond  the  person  speaking.  But  this  is  also 
a  burdensome  procedure  as  wTell  as  uninteresting  to  the  reader, 
for  so  much  of  an  irrelevant  nature  must  necessarily  enter  let- 
ters. Even  so,  psychological  analysis  must  be  neglected,  an  in- 
surmountable obstacle  in  the  internal  point  of  view. 

A  story  may  be  told  from  an  external  standpoint ;  that  is, 
by  a  person  apart  from  all  events  and  characters.  The  author 
assumes  this  position,  and  in  so  doing,  he  is  necessarily  compelled 
to  use  the  third  person.  It  is  obvious  that  vividness,  emotional 
effects,  objective  concreteness,  and  plausibility  surfer  in  novels 
of  this  class,  but  analytical,  psychological,  and  descriptive  treat- 
ment, on  the  other  hand,  is  rendered  easy  and  satisfactory.  All 
is  observed  from  the  outside.  Again,  the  external  point  of  view 
permits  of  the  author  taking  an  omniscient  attitude  towards 
events  and  characters.  The  reader  does  not  object  in  this  case 
since  the  writer  is  apart  from  the  story.  This,  however,  is  a 
difficult  role  to  fulfill,  requiring  a  wide  range  of  knowledge  and 
experience  on  the  part  of  the  novelist.  The  other  extreme  is  to 
place  the  characters  before  the  reader  as  they  act  and  talk.  All 
physical  and  mental  analysis  is  left  to  others  than  the  author, 
but  unless  he  is  artistic  and  unusually  clever  in  his  presentation, 
much  that  he  intended  to  convey  will  be  lost  to  the  reader.  A 
middle  course  is  more  common  and  advantageous.  In  this  the 
author  neither  assumes  to  know  all  about  his  characters  and 
events,  nor  leaves  all  to  the  reader  to  observe  and  discover.  The 
novelist  attempts  to  analyze  mental  states  only  in  so  far  as  the 
character  has  progressed ;  that  is,  in  keeping  with  all  that  is  con- 
sistent with  what  the  character  knows  and  feels  in  the  present. 
He  does  not  attempt  to  say  what  such  and  such  a  character  will 
do  or  say  tomorrow,  but  concerns  himself  merely  with  the 
thoughts  and  actions  within  immediate  reach.  He  does  not  ana- 
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lyze  one  mind  with  reference  to  another,  but  presents  each  as  it 
exists  in  itself.  Furthermore,  the  external  point  of  view  permits 
of  a  personal  or  impersonal  tone.  The  author  may  sermonize, 
express  private  opinions,  love  or  hate  his  characters  as  he 
pleases;  or  he  may  refrain  entirely  from  putting  forth  his  views 
or  intruding*  himself  into  the  story  in  any  way  whatsoever. 

Point  of  view,  therefore,  is  not  a  matter  of  preference, 
but  rather  one  of  adaptability.  It  must  be  considered  with  ref- 
erence to  the  kind  of  novel  which  the  author  has  undertaken 
to  write.  If  one  of  action,  the  internal  point  of  view  is  best  suited ; 
if  one  of  psychological  analysis,  the  external.  However,  it  is 
difficult*  consistently  to  employ  either  throughout  an  entire  work. 
It  is  better  to  change  if  any  one  part  of  a  story  can  be  strength- 
ened thereby.  Common  sense,  not  technique,  is  the  key  to  the 
situation. 

— Henry  Gierau. 
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The  message  which  Christmas  conveys  is  uni- 
CHBISTMAS.  versal  and  eternal.  It  was  crystallized  in  those 
immortal  words,  "Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 
peace  on  earth  to  men  of  good  will. ' '  Hymned  by  angelic  choirs, 
which  heralded  the  incarnation  of  the  God-babe,  it  struck  a  note 
which  has  resounded  down  through  the  ages,  silenced  neither  by 
the  paeans  of  paganism  nor  the  progress  of  time.  It  comes  down 
to  us  today,  as  forceful  in  its  appeal  and  as  clear  in  its  signific- 
ance as  it  was  on  that  eventful  night.  Neither  time  nor  space  can 
limit  the  gospel  of  joy  and  peace  which  it  preaches.  "From  the 
climes  of  the  icy  north  to  the  lands  of  the  palm  and  pine"  this 
hymn  encircles  the  world  each  succeeding  Christmas.  From 
year  to  year,  from  century  to  century,  myriads  of  Christmas  bells 
have  ever  proclaimed  the  birth  of  Christ.  In  the  dim  distance  of 
the  future,  they  will  continue  to  peal  forth  their  burden,  carrying 
the  same  message,  and  generations  yet  unborn  will  take  up  the 
song  unto  the  end  of  time. 

The  chimes  of  Christmas  bells  awaken  echoes  of  gladness 
throughout  the  earth.  They  usher  in  a  season  of  joy,  peace  and 
thanksgiving.  No  other  period  of  the  year  can  vie  wTith  Christ- 
mas in  the  response  which  it  finds  in  the  hearts  of  men.  Breath- 
ing an  atmosphere  of  good  cheer,  it  brings  peace  and  happiness 
to  the  care-worn  breast.  It  enkindles  the  latent  tires  of  good 
fellowship.  It  leads  us  to  assume  a  festive  air.  It  does  more  than 
this.  It  dispels  the  gloom  of  selfishness  from  a  hardened  wTorld 
even  as  the  flaming  star  at  Bethlehem  over  nineteen  centuries 
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ago  pierced  the  blackness  of  the  Judean  night.  At  Christmas 
time  we  realize  the  best  that  is  in  us.  We  feel  at  peace  with  our- 
selves, at  peace  with  the  world  and  at  peace  with  G-od;  and  right- 
ly so,  for  it  commemorates  the  Nativity  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
At  the  season  of  Christmas  a  veil  of  hope  and  gladness  settles 
upon  the  world  like  a  mantle  of  snow. 

We  are  gripped  by  the  power  and  greatness  of  God  which  the 
vision  of  the  first  Christmas  at  Bethlehem  conjures  up.  This  is 
the  source  of  the  lasting  impression  which  the  festival  of  Christ- 
mas has  made  upon  mankind.  The  picture  of  the  God-babe  lying 
in  swaddling  clothes  in  a  manger,  the  sound  of  an  infant's  cry  and 
a  mother  's  prayer  is  abiding.  The  world  worships  at  the  manger 
because  human  nature  is  touched  by  the  sight  of  innocence,  awed 
by  the  incomprehensible  ways  of  God,  and  inspired  by  the  great 
sacrifice  which  the  great  mystery  involves.  Our  adoration  at 
Christ's  crib  is  the  fountain-head  of  the  joy  and  happiness 
which  obtains  at  Christmas.  The  festivity,  the  glad-heartedness, 
the  universal  hymns  of  love  and  peace  throughout  Christendom 


are  the  embodiments  of  our  gratitude  to  God. 


■B.  B. 


Some  time  ago  an  attempt  was  made  in  the  pub- 
BETTER  lie  schools  of  Omaha  to  inaugurate  a  campaign  for 
ENGLISH,     the  purpose  of  effecting  a  general  usage  of  better 

English.  Interest  was  aroused  among  the  students 
to  make  serious  efforts  to  eliminate  such  opprobrious,  ungram- 
matical  and  harsh  expressions  as  a  misplaced  ain't,  seen  or  done. 
"Better  English"  was  the  slogan  adopted;  and  the  students 
forthwith  put  to  test  their  ingenuity  at  finding  fault  with  one 
another's  language. 

An  exceedingly  commendable  step  which,  however,  has 
not  been  materializing  as  well  as  was  originally  hoped ;  and  hence 
we  are  again  doomed  to  disappointment  in  the  expectation  of 
seeing  the  cultivation  of  purer  forms  of  speech  effected.  How- 
ever, not  only  should  the  strictly  ungrammaticai  expressions  and 
outlandish  terms  be  eliminated  from  our  everyday  language, 
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but  also  a  goodly  portion  of  the  noxious  slang  that  is  so  much  in 
vogue  even  in  our  best  society,  and  which  renders  the  language 
practically  unintelligible  to  a  foreigner  acquainted  only  with  the 
standard  idioms.  So  general  is  the  use  of  slang  in  this  country 
that  it  constitutes  a  national  characteristic  which  makes  us 
ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  other  nations.  Even  our  educated  men 
and  women  admit  that  slang  is  so  prevalent  that  they  cannot 
refrain  from  using  it  as  much  as  they  would  prefer. 

Hence  we  see  the  wisdom  in  making  serious  attempts  to  re- 
form our  use  of  the  language.  That  English  is  a  beautiful  lan- 
guage is  well  known  by  those  acquainted  with  the  writings  of 
celebrated  English  and  American  authors.  Now  as  there  is  a 
possibility  for  a  "reform"  in  this  respect,  how  much  more 
profitable  and  commendable  it  would  be  to  reform  our  medium 
of  speech  in  preference  to  effecting  some  of  the  many  reforms 
already  afoot  in  fields  that  are  not  in  reality  so  important. 
Furthermore,  if  such  a  campaign  is  to  be  launched,  where  could 
there  be  a  better  place  to  launch  it  than  in  the  schools  ?  Young 
minds  are  very  impressionable ;  here  the  insistence  on  correct 
and  choice  English  is  more  apt  to  take  root  with  the  consequence 
that  the  desired  results  will  follow. 


■C.C. 


It  is  the  custom  in  the  English  classes  of  our  high 
READIXG.  schools  to  require  a  certain  amount  of  outside 
reading.  The  object  of  this  assigned  reading 
in  English  is  obviously  to  make  the  student  interested  in  good 
books,  to  enable  him  to  acquire  style  and  a  large  vocabulary,  to 
give  him  the  opportunity  of  becoming  acquainted  with  standard 
English  literature  and  to  obtain  a  broader,  clearer  and  truer  out- 
look upon  life. 

A  course  in  assigned  reading  in  an  English  class  is  more 
essential  than  is  ordinarily  supposed.  The  teacher  can  readily, 
with  the  assistance  of  the  text  book,  impart  the  necessary  pre- 
cepts ;  and  he  can  also  illustrate  them  in  short,  selected  readings 
before  requiring  any  practical  work.    But  any  amount  of  illus- 
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1  ration  thus  given  in  class  is  insufficient.  For  even  after  all 
the  grammar  and  syntax  have  been  mastered  there  is  still  need 
of  a  vast  amount  of  good  reading  in  order  that  one  may  acquire 
something  of  a  style,  ease  of  expression,  fluency,  correctness  and 
the  like.  Besides,  however,  by  reading  these  standard  books  the 
student  learns  an  inestimable  amount  of  the  philosophy  of  life, — 
the  good  and  bad  in  human  nature,  the  influence  of  environment 
and  companionship,  and  an  illimitable  amount  of  other  similar 
practical  knowledge. 

But  how  about  the  students  in  college  and  the  professional 
schools ?  Should  they  refrain  from  reading!  Emphatically,  no. 
The  high  school  student  is  forced  to  do  some  reading  in  the  hope 
of  awakening  in  him  an  interest  in  good  literature  that  he  might 
appreciate  the  same  and  be  benefited  thereby.  But  students 
above  the  high  school  grades  are  supposed  to  have  already  ac- 
quired a  taste  and  habit  for  the  reading  of  excellent  books.  With 
them  reading  should  be  a  diversion  from  which  they  derive 
a  special  pleasure.  The  reading  of  technical  books  and  journals 
is  not  here  considered.  It  is  the  reading  of  high  grade,  standard 
books  that  is  here  particularly  insisted  upon,  for  these  alone  give 
inspiration,  awaken  a  sense  of  sympathy  and  impart  a  certain 
amount  of  culture  and  refinement.  When  once  acquired  the  habit 
of  reading  is  a  source  of  limitless  pleasure ;  and  the  educative 
benefits  thus  gained  have  a  value  of  their  own. 

— C.  C. 


CREIGHTOINIANTICS 


A  Bare  Fact 

Two  ladies  gay  met  a  boy  one  day, 

His  legs  were  briar  scratched; 
His  clothes  were  blue,  but  a  nut  brown  hue 

Marked  the  place  where  his  pants  were  patched. 
They  bubbled  with  joy  at  the  blue-eyed  boy 

With  his  spot  of  nut  brown  hue : 
"Why  didn't  you  patch  with  a  color  to  match?'' 

They  chuckled,   ' '  Why  not  in  blue  ? 
Come,  don't  be  coy,  my  blue-brown  boy, 

Speak  out,"  they  laughed  with  glee. 
And  he  blushed  rose-red,  while  he  bashfully  said : 

"That  ain't  no  patch;  that's  me." 


Volstead's  Still  Alive 

We  make  no  attempts  here  to  sling  mud  at  this  worthy  gentleman, 
nor  do  we  intend  to  mar  his  illustrious  name,  worshiped  so  greatly 
by  the  unfortunate  inhabitants  of  this  great  desert.  Tn  fact  the  afore- 
mentioned seer  has  no  other  relation  with  our  tale,  than  merely  the 
sad  part  he  played  in  bringing  about  this  parching  drought  and  the 
wholesale  thirst,  which  causes  our  good  men  to  turn  their  thoughts 
once  more  to  the  future. 

We  have  noticed  of  late  that  since  this  earthly  world  has  lost  its 
savory  taste,  the  sober  populace  has  given  itself  up  to  deep  medita- 
tion and  solitary  conjecture.  It  is  rumored  that  men  advanced  in 
age  and  standing  were  seen  to  be  consulting  ouija  boards,  live  spirits 
and  dead  relatives  as  to  future  possibilities  and  the  life  in  the  here- 
after in  general. 

We  note,  not  with  a  small  degree  of  amazement,  that  the  same 
ardor  for  a  glimpse  into  the  future  is  spreading  fast  within  the  realm 
of  our  learned  commonwealth.  We  have  observed  our  educated  col- 
leagues exchange  mysterious  glances,  sigh  softly  and  deeply,  crane 
their  necks,  twist  their  bodies  and  otherwise  act  in  an  abstruse  manner. 
The  cause  of  this  mysticism,  however,  was  soon  discovered  by  an  im- 
passioned cabalist  from  our  midst. 

James  Red  McLaughlin,  our  $10,000,000  beauty,  who  is  the  proud 
possessor  of  a  glittering,  fiery  filament  on  the  top  of  his  sagacious  dome, 
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is  responsible  for  the  revelation  of  the  mystery.  He  lias  confessed  to 
have  been  pondering  grossly  over  his  comfort  in  the  world  beyond  to 
such  an  extent,  that  he  was  compelled  to  seek  complete  information 
from  the  Rev.  Father  Meyer  as  to  the  nature  of  the  famous  beverage 
t !nit  is  being  served  in  paradise.  We  regret  that  we  cannot  accom- 
modate .Jim  in  this  respect,  since  as  yet  we  received  no  reply  to  our 
s.  ( ).  S.  However,  we  understand  that  nectar  is  a  home-brewed  hootch, 
served  in  unlimited  quantities  to  thirsty  sinners  absolutely  free  of 
charge.  Nevertheless,  we  would  like  to  advise  the  readers  of  this 
column  that  there  is  no  need  of  a  rush  for  choice  places  in  this  won- 
derful hostelry,  as  the  supply  is  plentiful  and  Mr.  Volstead  is  still 
alive.  Let's  hope,  that  at  the  parting  of  the  ways,  this  walking  vapor- 
izer will  choose  the  road  to  the  left,  which  will  lead  him  to  the  place 
where  he  belongs.  In  any  case,  should  he  succeed  in  penetrating  the 
abode  of  the  righteous,  Ave  shall  still  retain  the  magnificent  ambrosia, 
something  no  one  can  take  away  from  us. 


The  Eighth  Wonder 

The  ag  ■  of  discoveries  is  not  yet  over,  as  we  find  by  causally  perus- 
ing the  daily  sheets;  and  while  our  prominent  chemists  are  proudly 
exhibiting  the  freshest  and  most  staple  assortment  of  gases  of  the 
canned  variety,  that  could  be  carried  in  our  vest  pockets  and  releasee 
whenever  so  desired;  while  Harvard  boasts  of  the  discovery  of  a  star 
in  heaven,  and  George  M.  Cohan  of  one  in  Broadway,  we  claim  the 
distinction  of  being  somewhat  of  an  explorer  ourselves.  Fr 'instance 
we  have  recently  detected  an  individual  possessing  rare  qualities  and 
remarkable  abilities,  whose  future  is  unlimited  and  whose  past  is  a 
source  of  inspiration  to  the  lodgers  in  the  state  asylum. 

Lee  "Silly"  Aitehison,  a  worthy  collaborator  of  ours  and  a  very 
dose  ueighbor  in  our  history  class,  is  a  conglomeration  of  virtues.  He 
can  Bing,  swear,  dance,  smoke,  shake  the  shimmy,  wiggle  his  ears, 
l,M'k  ,lis  1,;|,,|<  teeth  with  his  beak,  scratch  his  neck  with  his  front 
t<  eth,  smell  his  own  pompadoor  and  kick  himself  in  the  back.  He  "is 
"ot  also  .vH  s,)  dumb"  in  athletics  and  can  play  handball,  ukelele, 
poker,  heart  strings,  tweedle-de-dum  and  African  golf.  Besides,  he  is 
a  master  of  language,  a  do/en  or  two  of  which  are  included 'in  his 
repertoire.  He  babbles  broken  English  fluently,  Chinese,  Italian,  He- 
brew, Japanese,  Zooloo,  African,  the  language  of  parrots,  slang— weak 

81  POn8  ;|,I(|  ;|  timber  of  others  no  less  prominent.  Such  a  divertise- 
"'  talenl  is  rarely  to  be  Pound  and  because  of  our  discovery  we 
the   privilege  of  classing  ourselves   in   the  same  category  with 

<   hrist  y  (  '<>l  iimbiis. 
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Naturally,  but  a  mere  and  simple  accident  led  to  the  discovery 
of  this  wonder  of  accomplishments.  We  grew  somewhat  lonesome  the 
other  day,  sitting  all  alone  in  our  office ;  so  we  essayed  in  search  of 
our  pet  monkey,  who  is  wont  to  roam  about  in  its  hours  of  leisure. 
While  proceding  through  the  basement  our  attention  was  attracted 
by  some  strange  and  unnatural  cries.  At  first  it  sounded  like  Indian 
war  whoops,  then  like  hissing  reptiles;  finally  we  were  able  to  dis- 
tinguish the  grimalkin  pleading  of  a  cat.  Turning  the  corner  we  saw 
our  own  Lee,  standing  on  his  four  and  wooing  a  member  of  the  feline 
species  that  had  strayed  into  our  domicile.  A  careless  motion  on  our 
part  disturbed  the  lovers,  who  fled  immediately,  but  the  impression  was 
already  made,  as  we  caught  them  with  the  goods. 


Advanced  Pedagogy 
We  have  been  watching  with  intense  interest  the  swift  progress 
of  modern  schooling.  For  instance,  eating,  drinking  and  sleeping 
classes  were  instituted  in  some  of  our  public  schools.  The  benefit  de- 
rived therefrom  is  enormous,  as  it  builds  up  the  little  ones  and  renders 
them  more  or  less  capable  of  perceiving  the  all-wise  and  important 
intricacies  of  education.  The  only  objection  we  have  to  this  system  is 
that  it  is  not  also  extended  to  colleges,  where  the  need  of  it  is  much 
greater.  We,  too,  have  our  tots.  Quite  frequently  have  we  observed 
Georgie  Beechwood  slumbering  peacefully  under  the  swaying  music 
of  the  professor's  voice;  while,  usually  on  Mondays.  Dan  Conway 
may  be  seen  flopping  his  eye-lashes  listlessly  in  vain  effort  to  keep  them 
open.  If  it  were  to  do  any  good  anywhere,  a  sleeping  class  here  would 
be  of  the  greatest  value.  The  unusual  zeal  on  the  part  of  the  students 
to  absorb  knowledge  compels  our  wisdom  seeking  youth  to  burn  much 
of  the  midnight  oil.  Consequently,  an  hour  of  relaxation  should  be 
provided  for  them  during  the  school  hours.  Time  should  be  allowed 
during  which  they  can  munch  crackers  at  leisure  and  sip  their  butter- 
milk, to  which  a  little  kick  may  be  added,  while  reclining  in  soft  and 
easy  chairs  and  attended  by  fair  nurses.  Then  they  would  be  tucked 
away  by  these  guardian-angels,  who  would  watch  over  them  dozing  off 
their  beauty  sleep.  We  are  quite  confident  that  the  system  would  work 
to  the  best  advantages  of  the  institution  as  a  whole.  The  number  of 
absentees  would  greatly  diminish,  the  interest  of  the  students  in  their 
school  would  increase ;  a  little  sleep  in  the  day  would  enable  them  to 
spend  more  time  at  night  in  the  pursuance  of  subjects  that  are  of 
special  interest  to  them,  and  a  spirit  of  life  would  pervade  the  other- 
wise mortified  bodies  and  minds  of  our  sages. 
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Soulful  Sam's  SiUy  Squibs 
Only  one  more  week  to  do  your  Christmas  shoplifting. 


What   is  Santa  going  to  bring  you? 


I  wish  he'd  bring  me  the  answers  to  the  exam  question. 


Be  sure,  there  is  no  hole  in  your  stocking  when  you  hang  it  out. 
Better  darn  it,  or  you'll  be  darned. 


"He  was  assassinated  by  a  shot  in  the  back  in  Crook  county." — 
News  Item. 

What  part  of  the  back  is  Crook  county  in? 


Many  a  "profiteer"  figures  that  he  could  make  a  tremendous 
tort une,  if  St.  Peter  would  turn  over  to  his  care  the  keys  of  Heaven 
for  but  one  day. 


Prof. — "Is  there  a  sea  that  turned  bloody  in  a  battle 
Fresh.— "Yes,  the  Red  Sea." 


It  still  goes  on,  as  there  are  plenty  of  stills. 


The  savant— "You  can  mix  men  and  men  and  you  can  mix  men 
and  women,  but  you  cannot  mix  women  and  women." 

Pshaw !  We  know  of  instances  where  they  mixed  so  violently  that 
they  had  scarcely  any  hair  left  when  they  finished. 


Hit  the  point  on  the  head  of  the  nail.   If  you  don't  know  how,  ask 
Wachtler,  "The  man  who  knows." 


Hooray !    We're  out. 


Ge1  the  first  Toonerville  and  beat  it  home. 


Don't  worry  about  your  school  work  during  the  vacation.    You'll 
pome  oul  all  right  after  the  exams. 


Tell  the  folks  all  about  it, 
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Don't  waste  yourself  in  telling  them  what  you  don't  know. 


You'll  need  all  you  have  when  you  get  back. 
Regards  to  your  dad. 


Tell  mother  about  the  Beanery  and  the  high  cost  of  education. 


To  get  back  take  that  extra-crack  weekly  running  through  your 
Imrg.  It  will  bring  you  here  just  in  time  to  miss  the  Oratorical  Contest 
(,n  the  thirteenth. 


Merry  Christmas 


-SID. 


"MAC"    liALDRIGE 
'Varsity  Coach  for  1921 


The  Booster  Club  instigated, 
promote  d  and  t  r  i  u  m  p  h  a  n  1 1  y 
staged,  in  honor  of  the  football 
team,  the  season  ;s  first  pan-Creigh- 
ton  Prom,  Tuesday,  December  7. 
From  every  standpoint  the  affair 
was  a  brilliant  success.  The  good 
time  was  participated  in  by  some 
two  hundred  and  fifty  of  our 
staunchest  and  best  students  and 
alumni,  accompanied  by  their  fair 
companions.  The  huge  floor  and 
room  were  a  blaze  of  blue  and 
white,  a  very  effective  and  artistic 
decorative  scheme  having  been 
evolved  out  of  the  brains  of  the 
committee.  The  best  music  ever 
heard  at  any  festivity  provided 
the  necessary  impetus,  the  or- 
chestra being  composed  of  twelve 
artists  of  the  blue  and  white.  A 
novelty  in  refreshing  drinks  was 
introduced,  cider  being  the  bever- 
age of  the  evening.  The  classiest 
programme  seen  in  a  long  time 
was  arranged,  containing  as  well 
as  the  list  of  ihe  guests  and  pa- 
trons, the  personnel  of  the  Club 
and  the  members  of  the  various 
committees.  The  Club 's  motto  and 
expression  of  purpose  was  em- 
blazoned on  the  back  cover:  "Of 
the  Students,  By  the  Students,  For 
the  Students." 

Due  to  the  fact  that  all  the  bills 
contracted  in  the  preparation  and 


conclusion  of  the  affair  have  not 
been  received,  the  Treasurer  is  un- 
able to  make  a  complete  report. 
This  will  be  contained  in  the  next 
issue  so  that  every  student  will 
know  just  how  much  was  netted 
to  be  used  for  the  students.  The 
only  desire  the  Club  has  expressed 
is  that  at  the  next  prom  every 
student  will  be  on  hand  to  swell 
the  gay  throng  to  such  a  number 
that  the  capacity  of  the  building 
will  be  taxed  to  contain  the  merry 
makers.  Ask  any  one  who  was 
there  and  then  watch  the  January 
CHRONICLE  for  the  announce- 
ment of  the  best,  biggest,  classiest, 
peppiest,  all-round  hundred  per 
cent  good  time  for  Creighton  stu- 
dents and  alumni  only.  Keep  on 
the  look-out  and  don't  let  the  oth- 
er fellow  get  your  date. 


ARTS 

Classes  close  for  the  Holidays 
on  Friday,  December  17,  to  resume 
again  on  January  3,  1921. 

Father  Bulot,  inspector  of  all 
Jesuit  scholasticates  in  the  United 
States,  visited  Creighton  Tuesday 
December  7.  Rev.  Bulot  is  at  pres- 
ent making  a  tour  from  St.  Louis 
to  Spokane,  Wash. 


Tuesday  afternoon,  December  7, 
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was  a  red  letter  day  for  the  So- 
dality of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
About  60  junior,  and  about  40 
senior  candidates  made  their  act 
of  consecration  in  St.  John's 
Church.  This  class  was  one  of  the 
largest  ever  received  into  the  So- 
dality at  one  time,  and  is  strong 
evidence  of  the  fervor  and  devo- 
tion to  our  Blessed  Lady  among 
the  students.  On  the  following 
morning,  December  8,  the  feast  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception,  all 
the  senior  members  received  Holy 
Communion  in  a  body,  at  the  eight 
o'clock  Mass.  Arnold's  choir,  com- 
posed of  about  a  dozen  of  Creigh- 
ton's  most  talented  vocalists,  sang 
the  Mass.  Father  McCormick  de- 
livered a  sermon  to  the  socialists. 

As  a  privilege,  and  a  means  for 
''college  men"  to  distinguish 
themselves  from  the  "high  school 
kids,"  the  main  entrance  has  been 
thrown  open  for  their  daily  use. 


After  chapel  services,  on  Decem- 
ber 3,  the  class  presidents  were 
called  to  the  college  reading  room 
for  a  secret  convention.  Just  what 
transpired  behind  the  shelves  of 
books  we  do  not  know.  HowTever, 
we  see  the  class  leaders  scouting 
the  student  body  for  first-class 
theatrical  talent ;  so  we  very  aptly 
conclude  that  a  theatrical  surprise 
is  waiting  for  the  public  sometime 
in  the  future. 


Hotel  Castle  ball  room.  This  was 
the  first  dance  of  the  season,  and 
was  a  brilliant  success.  Since  then 
the  committee  on  entertainments 
has  decided  to  hold  another  in- 
formal dance  on  December  15,  at 
Kelpine's. 


A  daughter,  Mary  Catherine, 
wras  born  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chester 
Wells,  Wednesday,  December  1,  at 
the  Methodist  Hospital,  Omaha. 
Mr.  Wells  is  a  graduate  of  the  Col- 
lege of  Arts,  Class  of  1913,  and 
Mrs.  Wells  is  a  graduate  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  Academy. 


On  November  19,  the  Junior 
A.  B.'s  held  an  informal  smoker  in 
the  gym.  It  was  a  regular  get  to- 
gether meet.  Part  of  the  evening 
was  spent  in  playing  cards  and 
enjoying  music.  The  coming 
basket-ball  organzation  of  the 
class  was  discussed  in  detail.  All 
present  were  strengthened  with  a 
light  lunch  for  their  homeward 
journey. 


On  November  30,  the  Creighton 
Bachelors  gave  a  dance     at     the 


On  the  night  of  November  11, 
the  Sophomore  Pre-Medic  class 
met  in  the  south  club  room  of  the 
Gym  for  their  second  smoker  of 
the  season.  A  general  "get  togeth- 
er," better  acquaintance,  and  last 
but  not  least,  entertainment  by  the 
inherent  talent  of  class  members 
was  the  object.  Knights  of  the 
Gloves  were  scheduled  for  three 
and  four  round  bouts :  Murphy  vs. 
Hayes;  Mullen  vs.  Wolfe;  no  de- 
cisions were  rendered.    Broz  and 
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Vasko  showed  some  scientific 
jwrestling,  Vasko  throwing  Broz 
,two  out  of  three  rounds  with  his 
merciless  toe  hold.  Music  was  also 
plentiful.  Harold  Greif  on  the 
piano,  E.  Christie  with  his  violin, 
and  Mr.  Sherry,  the  canary-like 
whistler,  held  the  crowd  at  will. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  cof- 
fee, sandwiches,  and  ice-cream 
were  set  out  behind  the  scenes. 
After  everyone  had  an  after-lunch 
'smudge  smoking,  short  talks  from 
the  guests  and  class  men  were  in 
order.  Commendations  on  the  past, 
and  advice  for  the  future  were 
the  main  topics. 

Among  the  visitors  present  were 
Father  Padberg  and  Professors 
Shaefer  and  Brown. 

Judging  from  the  many  gath- 
erings, whisperings,  etc.,  among 
the  Sophomore  Pre-Medics,  they 
must  have  something  up  their 
sleeve.  We  hope  that  sometime  in 
the  future,  the  rest  of  us  will  get 
in  on  the  good  thing,  whatever  it 
;may  be. 


—A.  J.  RETTENMEYER. 


MEDICINE 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Hospital 
Committee  of  St.  Joseph's  Hos- 
pital held  November  26,  the  fol- 
lowing appointments  were  made : 

Assistant  Attending  Surgeons, 
Drs.  J.  R.  Dwyer,  H.  Chaloupka, 
C.  J.  Nemec. 

Adjunct  Attending  Surgeons, 
Drs.  Earl  Connoly,  A.  J.  Jenkins, 
C.  Molseed. 


Adjunct  Attending  Gynecolog- 
ist, Dr.  M.  Grier. 

Adjunct  Attending  Urologist, 
Dr.  T.  G.  Boler. 

Adjunct  Attending  Obstetrician, 
Dr.  Frank  Murphy. 

Adjunct  Attending  Physician, 
Dr.  J.  R.  Kleyla. 

Adjunct  Attending  Pediatrician, 
Dr.  J.  Harry  Murphy. 


At  the  meeting  of  the  Adminis- 
trative Board  held  November  24,  it 
was  decided  to  offer  a  prize  of 
$50.00  to  the  student  of  the  Sopho- 
more year  presenting  the  best 
thesis  on  a  topic  in  one  of  the  pre- 
clinical sciences.  It  was  further 
decided  to  make  the  preparation 
of  such  a  thesis  part  of  the  re- 
quired work  of  the  Sophomore 
year. 

The  following  apointments  were 
made : 

Dr.  W.  E.  Wolcott  to  be  In- 
structor in  Orthopedics. 

Dr.  J.  C.  Hammond  to  be  In- 
structor in  Ophthalmology  and 
Oto-Laryngology. 

Dr.  L.  Moonn  to  be  Assistant  in 
Surgery. 

Dr.  W.  E.  Ash  of  Council  Bluffs, 
to  be  Assistant  in  Mental  and 
Nervous  Diseases. 


At  a  meeting  of  the  Medical 
and  Surgical  Staff  of  St.  Joseph's 
Hospital  held  November  30,  the 
following  cases  were  presented: 
Sudden  Blindness  in  Boy  of  14 
years;  Abscess  of  the  Kidney; 
Records   of   Three   Tumor    Cases, 


w: 


THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 


Fellows: 

If  you  buy  Christmas  gifts  for  dad  or  your  kid 
brother,  give  them  "Oak  Brand"  Leather  Coats  or  Vests, 
or  4iB.ccH."  Dress  Shirts.  Ask  for  them;  you  can  get 
them  at  good  stores. 

MANUFACTURED  BY 

BYRNE  &  HAMMER  COMPANY 

OMAHA,  NEB. 


PETERS 
TRUST 


Well-  Secured  In  vestments 
Yielding  6%  to  8% 

$100,  $500  and  $1,000  Denominations 


You  are  cordially  invited  to  call 
or  write  for  details. 


Hats 

and 

Furnishings 

For  Men 
X 

CHARLES  E.BLACK 

1417  Farnam 


UP-TO-DATE 

SUITS,  O'COATS   i 

FURNISHINGS 
AND  DUNLAP  SHOES 


<Z  LXDTHE  S 


SH 


^^n 


1312  Farnam 


Baker  BbosEngraving  Co. 

Artists  * 


Engrave  its. 


Electrottj  persk 

12  th  &Harne 
Omaha 


UNIVERSITY    NOTES 


143 


by  Dr.  Newel  Jones,  Dr.  A.  D. 
Dunn,  and  Dr.  John  Lancer,  re- 
spectively. Discussion  of  the  case 
followed  each  presentation. 


The  "Post-Graduate  Medical  So- 
ciety," composed  of  the  younger 
members  of  Creighton  Alumni, 
held  their  regular  monthly  meet- 
ing on  November  30.  Dr.  F.  P. 
Murphy  of  the  Obstetrical  Depart- 
ment read  a  very  interesting  paper 
on  "Premature  Separation  of  the 
Placenta,"  and  included  case  his- 
tories of  past  experience  with  this 
condition.  Discussion  was  opened 
by  Dr.  Ralph  Lieukhart.  Pro- 
fessor James  F.  Kelly  of  the  X- 
Ray  Department  read  a  paper  on 
"The  X-Ray  Diagnosis  of  Diseases 
of  the  Gastro-intestinal  Tract," 
and  presented  several  character- 
istic roentgenograms  of  the  condi- 
tions mentioned.  Discussion  on 
this  paper  was  opened  by  Dr.  J.  H. 
Murphy.  Both  discussions  were 
very  interesting  and  instructive 
and  the  meeting  adjourned  after  a 
brief  business  session. 


Professor  Newell  Jones  and 
Professor  Langdon  attended  the 
meeting  of  the  Richardson  County 
Medical  Society  at  Falls  City,  Ne- 
braska, held  December  1. 


Professor  Sachs  and  Professor 
Duncan  attended  the  recent  An- 
nual Meeting  of  the  Southern  Min- 
nesota Medical  Society  at  Man- 
kato,  Minn. 


Professor  McMartin  addressed 
the  Otoe  County  Medical  Society 
at  Auburn,  Nebraska,  December  3. 


Professors  Dunn  and  Sachs  have 
aided  the  Sisters  of  St.  Francis  in 
the  purchase  of  a  Benedict's  Appa- 
ratus which  is  now  being  installed 
in  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  for  the 
study  of  basal  metabolism.  This 
work  will  be  conducted  under  the 
supervision  of  Professor  V.  E. 
Levine. 


The  Department  of  Anatomy  ex- 
presses its  appreciation  to  Pro- 
fesor  Foote,  Professor  Gerold,  Dr. 
Allingham,  Dr.  Grier,  and  Mr. 
Cross  for  their  gifts  of  teaching 
and  study  material. 


'16.  Dr.  Carl  Russau  has  re- 
cently returned  to  Omaha.  Dur- 
ing the  past  year  he  has  been  in 
Chicago  studying  Pathology  un- 
der the  direction  of  Professor 
Lecoth.  Dr.  Fred  Sweetly' has  al- 
so returned  after  a  year's  post- 
graduate work,  likewise  in  Chi- 
cago. 


'17.  Captain  Guy  Philbrick, 
U.  S.  A.,  M.  C.,is  visiting  in  Omaha 
on  a  brief  leave  from  the  U.  S. 
Marine  Hospital  at  Buffalo,  N.  Y., 
where  he  has  been  stationed  dur- 
ing the  past  year. 


Enthusiasm  for  football  and  in- 
terest in  the  game  runs  high  when 
one  not  only  likes  to  see  the  sport 
played  by  others,  but  also  wants 
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to  participate  in  it  himself.  This 
was  the  case  at  the  Medical  Col- 
lege this  fall.  Tn  addition  to  pull- 
ing for  the  'Varsity  all  season,  it 
was5  arranged  to  schedule  some 
inter-class  games.  Accordingly  the 
Juniors  were  matched  with  the 
Seniors,  and  the  Freshmen  with 
the  Sophomores,  and  the  day  set 
for  the  open  Saturday  just  before 
Thanksgiving.  The  Freshman- 
Sophomore  game  proved  to  be  a 
thriller  and  the  fray  raged  up  and 
down  the  field  with  the  result  al- 
ways in  doubt.  It  ended  in  a  0-0 
tie.  This  was  unfortunate  as  that 
game  is  still  being  played  over  and 
over  between  the  two  classes  in  an 
unlimited  amount  of  talk — but 
with  the  same  result — both  stand 
0-0.  The  Junior-Senior  melee  was 
more  decisive,  ending  with  a  count 
of  7-0  in  favor  of  the  Fourth  Year 
men.  Interest  in  these  games  is 
so  intense  that  it  is  planned  next 
year  to  arrange  a  schedule  earlier 
in  the  season  and  definitely  estab- 
lish the  football  supremacy  of  the 
College. 


The  Freshmen  were  hosts 
Thanksgiving  evening  at  a  dance 
at  Hotel  Fontenelle,  in  honor  of 
the  football  team.  It  was  said  that 
one  lone  Creighton  man  was  not 
there.  This  cannot  be  true  for  it 
seemed  that  the  whole  student 
body  was  on  hand  and  enjoyed  the 
affair. 


Pat  Cramer,  Roy  Delehant,  Grat- 
tan  Fitz  Gibbon,  Joe  Grace,  Ber- 
nard Hayes,  John  Kestle,  George 
Lynch,  Arthur  Mayer,  Neal  Mc- 
Cann,  Frank  McDonough,  Hugh 
McLaughlin,  Harry  Mernaugh, 
Walter  Reichle,  Martin  Ryan,  and 
Roland  Rowher,  all  had  but  one 
excuse  to  offer  the  world  for  being 
alive  and  taking  up  space.  They 
were  just  Freshman  Medics.  But 
now  they'll  tell  the  world  that 
they  are  Phi  Chi's,  for  on  that 
memorable  date  they  were  thor- 
oughly, completely,  indelibly,  and 
solemnly  initiated  into  the  secrets 
of  that  organization.  The  entire 
class  of  initiates  is  unanimous  in 
the  opinion  that  the  Presiding 
Junior,  William  Nemzek,  is  cer- 
tainly talented  and  accomplished 
in  the  art  of  devising  and  organ- 
izing games,  divertisements,  and 
pastimes  for  the  helpless  inno- 
cents. Should  he  take  up  kinder- 
garten work  his  immediate  and 
unqualified  success  is  assured.  Due 
credit  must  likewise  be  given  to 
Bill's  many  and  able  assistants. 
The  week  end's  festivities  were 
well  rounded  out  by  a  dance  at 
the  Blackstone  the  following  Mon- 
day evening,  at  which  the  mem- 
bers of  the  'Varsity  Football 
Squad  were  guests  of  the  Fra- 
ternity. 

— G.  FITZ  GIBBON. 


Up  to  November  20,  1920,  Mil- 
ton Bietenman,   Anthony  Carroll, 


LAW 

The  first  quarterly  examinations 
were  held  Monday  to  Wednesday, 
December  13  to   15.     The  results 


It'-. 


THE    CREIGHTON    CHRONICLE 


are  awaited  with  trepidation  and 
fear,  as  ''flunking"  means  a  lot 
to  everybody,  and  particularly  to 
the  Freshmen,  since  their  initia- 
tion into  the  Greek  letter  societies 
hangs  on  their  success — and  it 
hangs  by  a  thread,  say  we. 


There   is   a   noticeable   lack    of 


"doings"  this  month  for  some 
reason  or  other.  The  Barristers 
suspended  operations  for  Decem- 
ber on  account  of  examinations. 
There  is  no  feeling  of  l '  dance  and 
be  merr}'  for  tomorrow  we  die" 
prevalent  around  the  Law  School. 
But  as  soon  as  classes  resume,  the 
Barristers  promise  a  dance  at  the 
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Blackstone  the  first  week  in  Jan- 
uary and  another — a  Pre-Lenten 
dance — the  day  before  Ash 
Wednesday. 


the  fraternity,  at  his  home  on  Fri- 
day evening,  December  3. 


The  Freshmen  Class  will  meet 
for  a  class  banquet  at  the  Loyal 
Hotel  Grill  Tuesday,  December  21, 
to  drown  their  grief  or  give  vent 
to  their  joy,  depending  on  each 
individual.  They  expect  a  success 
from  every  standpoint — exams 
are  over,  Christmas  coming  and 
the  holidays.  Despite  the  absence 
of  wassail,  everyone  will  cheer 
with  a  cup  of — coffee. 


Classes  close  for  the  Christmas 
recess  on  Friday,  December  24,  to 
resume  again  the  Monday  after 
New  Year.  — R.SVOBODA. 


DENTISTRY 

The  second  meeting  of  the 
Creighton  Odontological  Society 
was  held  Tuesday  evening,  Novem- 
ber 30,  at  the  Dental  College,  the 
subject  under  discussion  being: 
That  general  anaesthesia  is  more 
ideal  in  the  extraction  of  teeth 
than  local.  T.  B.  Kennehan  and 
J.  F.  Woita  spoke  on  the  affirm- 
ative side,  and  T.  P.  Cogan  and 
G.  J.  Colgan  on  the  negative.  Drs. 
Noy,  Viner  and  Mailey,  acting  as 
judges,  were  unanimously  in  favor 
the  negative. 


Dr.  J.  II.  Wallace,  Deputy  Su- 
preme Grand  Master  of  the  Delta 
Sigma  Delta  Fraternity,  most  roy- 
ally entertained  the   members   of 


The  Delta  Sigma  Delta  enter- 
tained the  football  team  on  the 
evening  of  November  19,  at  the 
Rome  Hotel  ball  room. 


The  members  of  the  Xi  Psi  Phi 
who  remained  in  Omaha  during 
the  Thanksgiving  holidays  cele- 
brated at  their  fraternity  home 
with  a  dinner  and  dance  Thanks- 
giving evening.  Covers  were 
placed  for  seventeen  couples,  in- 
cluding several  visitors  from  the 
chapter  at  Lincoln. 


Two  members  of  the  Sophomore 
Class,  Emery  La  Porte  and  Tim- 
othy Maloney,  were  initiated  into 
the  Xi  Psi  Phi  Fraternity,  on  De- 
cember 1.        

Much  enthusiasm  has  been 
aroused  over  the  fact  that  one  of 
our  clever  Juniors,  Theodore  Serr, 
has  been  requested  to  move  into 
the  "movie"  world.  It  has  been 
rumored  that  Mr.  Serr  will  leave 
for  Hollywood  just  before  Christ- 
mas. But  Dr.  Lukovsky  says,  ' '  He 
can't-  go  and  do  that,  'cause  the 
focus  of  the  camera  will  have  to 
be  shortened  every  time  or  else 
they  will  have  to  make  the  screen 
a  foot  higher." 

— H.  BOND. 


PHARMACY 

The  staff  officers  for  the  1920 
Review  have  been  appointed  and 
work  on  the  issue  has  begun.   The 
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selection  was  as  follows:  W.  S. 
Sturdevant,  V.  C.  Wilson,  F.  W. 
Schmeling,  W.  B.  Harlan,  C.  J. 
Becker,  M.  P.  Hoese,  Margaret 
Weir,  0.  V.  Schelldorf,  I.  W. 
Evans. 


'19.  Ira  A.  Wright  of  Beatrice 
was  a  caller  at  the  College  early 
in  December. 


'21.  W.  J.  Fenton  was  married 
to  Miss  Mary  Larkin,  on  Novem- 
ber 24,  at  St.  Mary's  Church, 
South  Omaha.  The  young  couple 
will  make  their  home  in  Omaha 
where  Mr.  Fenton  is  proprietor  of 
the  Fenton  Pharmacy. 


Two  Pharmacy  fraternities  en- 
tered into  the  athletic  world  late 
in  November.  Phi  Delta  Chi  is- 
sued a  challenge  to  the  Kappa  Psi 
for  a  grid  game  to  be  played  on 
Creighton  Field.  The  challenge 
was  accepted,  and  in  a  fast,  though 
one-sided  game,  the  Kappas  with 
their  light  but  fast  team  came  out 
victors  bv  the  score,  19-0. 


The  Kappas  by  jtheir  victory 
over  the  Phi  Delts  drew  on  the 
Dentistry  team  for  a  post-season 
game,  December  4.  Either  through 
lack  of  experience  or  over-confi- 
dence, the  dental  team  could  not 
stop  the  mad  attack  of  the  Kappas, 
and  the  game  ended  with  a  Kappa 
victory,  41-0. 

— F.  D.  McDERMOTT. 


COMMERCE 

Classes  were  held  on  Wednesday 
evening  November  24,  so  that  the 
students  could  have  a  holiday  on 
Thanksgiving.  The  commercial 
course  is  very  strict  in  its  require- 
ments of  ten  hours  a  week,  so  that 
its  students  are  seldom  favored 
with  occasional  holidavs. 


The  last  class  in  1920  will  be 
held  on  Friday  evening,  December 
17.  Here's  wishing  to  everyone  a 
very  happy  vacation,  and  that 
everybody  will  be  back  ready  for 
work  again. 

In  order  that  the  marks  may  be 
recorded  before  the  beginning  of 
the  new  year,  examinations  are 
being  held  this  week.  As  examina- 
tions have  so  far  been  strangers  to 
us,  many  are  anxiously  waiting  to 
know  the  results. 


Ben  McConville  has  been  select- 
ed as  the  representative  to  the 
Boosters'  Club  from  this  class. 


Even  advertisements  in  such 
magazines  as  the  Saturday  Even- 
ing Post  and  the  American  Maga- 
zine are  subject  to  criticism  and 
improvement,  as  will  be  found  out 
by  anyone  who  attends  Professor 
Manley's  advertising  class.  Not 
only  has  this  class  a  very  practical 
value  but  also  has  an  entertaining 
value  as  well.  One  who  is  lucky 
enough  to  have  been  in  such  a 
class,  can  find  much  interest  and 
entertainment  in  looking  through 
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the  advertising  sections  of  maga- 
zines and  newspapers  with  a  crit- 
ical eye. 


The  public  speaking  class  con- 
tinues to  be  a  means  of  breaking 
the  monotony,  and  also  a  forum 
where  members  of  the  class  ex- 
press and  exchange  their  views  on 
important     problems    of  the  day. 


Several  of  the  members  bid  fair 
soon  to  be  very  well  able  to  defend 
their  conjecture   on   any   subject. 


Mr.  Neilson,  assistant  to  Mr. 
Bryden,  gave  the  accounting  ex- 
am on  Monday  evening  in  the  ab- 
sence of  Professor  Bryden,  who  is 
in  Iowa  auditing  some  books. 

BRENNAN. 
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BASKET-BALL 

The  University  should  be  repre- 
sented by  another  winning  team 
ih  is  season  in  view  of  the  favor- 
able basket-ball  outlook.  Creigh- 
f  on  is  in  the  habit  of  having  a  win- 
ning team  carrying  her  colors  on 
the  basket-ball  court.  Two  years 
ago  we  had  just  claims  on  the  col- 
lege championship  of  the  West, 
and  last  year  we  were  defeated  on 
the  home  court  but  once. 

Charlie  Kearney  is  captain-elect 
of  this  season's  team.  Last  year's 
'•aptain,  Howard  Vandiver,  has  re- 
turned to  school,  as  has  Harold 
Wise,  one  of  the  forwards.  Jim- 
mi*'  Condon,  who  substituted  in 
every  game  last  year,  will  be  out 
lor  the  Blue  and  White  quintet 
again.  Felix  Spittler,  a  substitute 
center  last  season,  and  Tom  Berry, 
a  center  three  years  ago,  have  re- 
turned to  Creighton  and  were 
among  the  first  to  answer  Coach 
Mulholland's  call  for  'Varsity  can- 

<li<l;itrs. 

A  large  number  of  promising 
»i'\v  men  are  out  for  the  team, 
Coach  MulhoUand  is  running  them 
through  the  various  gaits  to  find 
suitable  men  to  fill  in  the  places, 
lef1  u>  himself  at  guard  and  by 
Eddie  Haley  at  forward. 

The  schedule  1ms  not  yet  been 


drawn  up,  due  mainly  to  the  fact 
that  Student  Manager  Linahan  is 
having  difficulty  in  inducing  teams 
to  play  the  'Varsity.  Attractive 
offers  have  been  made  to  all  the 
leading  schools  in  the  West  and 
Mid-West. 

The  only  games  announced  in 
December  as  scheduled  were  those 
with  Notre  Dame,  Colgate,  Okla- 
homa, Simpson  and  South  Dakota, 
and  the  opener  with  Yankton  on 
the  Creighton  floor.  Centre  College 
of  Danville,  Kentucky,  turned 
down  an  attractive  Creighton  of- 
fer for  two  games  in  Omaha,  stat- 
ing that  they  could  make  but  one 
trip  this  winter  and  that  would  be 
through  the  East  where  the  sen- 
sational Kentucky  team  will  meet 
Harvard  and  other  big  eastern 
schools. 

Early  in  the  year  Dartmouth 
wrote  to  Creighton  asking  for 
games  in  Omaha,  stating  that  their 
team  was  coming  west  in  February 
and  would  play  Chicago  and  Min- 
nesota, and  asking  if  they  might 
stop  over  to  play  the  'Varsity. 
The  Creighton  authorities  immedi- 
ately hopped  at  this  opportunity 
for  a  game  with  one  of  the  big- 
eastern  schools  but  a  later  letter 
stated  that  the  Dartmouth  quin- 
tet could  not  come  west  of  Chi- 


ATHLETICS 


153 


cago.  Large  offers  were  made,  but 
they  could  not  be  forced  to  change 
their  decision. 

The  Michigan  Aggies  and  Mari- 
etta have  asked  Creighton  for 
games  but  want  to  play  on  their 
own  courts.  It  has  not  been  de- 
cided whether  the  'Varsity  will 
make  another  eastern  trip,  but  if 
they  do  these  teams  will  be  played 
along  with  others  which  Creighton 
met  on  the  eastern  trip  last  year. 

No  games  will  be  played  in  De- 
cember but  the  season  will  start 
during  the  first  week  after  the 
vacation  ends  with  some  teams 
near  Omaha. 


BALDRIGE  NAMED  HEAD 
COACH 

"Mac"  Baldrige,  an  Omaha  boy 
and  son  of  H.  II.  Baldrige,  a  prom- 
inent local  attorney,  has  been 
named  head  coach  of  the  'Varsity 
by  the  athletic  board  for  the  1921 
season.  His  choice  met  with 
unanimous  approval  of  the  board. 

Baldrige  played  tackle  on  the 
Yale  team  two  years,winning  his 
letter  at  the  New  Haven  institu- 
tion in  1915  and  1916.  He  began 
his  football  career  as  a  member  of 
the  Omaha  High  School  team  in 
1909,  1910  and  1911.  The  follow- 
ing two  years  saw  him  a  member 
of  the  crack  Andover  prep  school 
team,  making  his  letter  both  sea- 
sons. He  was  a  candidate  for  the 
Yale  captaincy  in  1917,  but  on  ac- 
count  of  the  Avar    could    not  be 


chosen.  He  served  with  the  eighty- 
eighth  division  as  artillery  captain, 
seeing  service  in  France. 

When  he  returned  from  the 
army  in  1919,  lie  was  immediately 
named  assistant  line  coach  at 
Yale  where  he  did  excellent  work. 
Part  of  his  duties  at  Yale  was  to 
coach  the  New  Haven  professional 
team,  composed  of  municipal  em- 
ployees. His  is  the  distinction  of 
having  developed  the  best  team 
this  organization  ever  had,  which 
in  itself  is  quite  an  honor,  as  they 
are  considered  the  most  formid- 
able machine  in  their  class  in  that 
section  of  the  country.  The  ath- 
letic authorities  at  Nebraska  lost 
no  time  in  securing  his  services  as 
assistant  to  coachSchulte,and  they 
feel  keenly  his  loss,  as  he  was  a 
most  valuable  asset  to  the  Uni- 
versity. 

Baldrige  succeeds  Dr.  Edward 
Mulholland,  who  is  held  in  high 
regard  by  the  student  body,  as  is 
evidenced  by  the  wonderful  spirit 
shown  during  the  football  season 
which  gives  no  sign  of  diminu- 
tion for  the  basket-ball  contests 
to  come.  It  is  the  hope  of  all  that 
success  crowns  the  efforts  of  Dr. 
Mulholland  when  he  leaves  us  in 
the  spring  to  continue  his  practice 
of  Medicine. 

The  appointment  of  Baldrige 
has  met  with  the  universal  appro- 
bation of  the  close  followers  of 
the  sport  in  this  vicinity,  as  well 
as  those  who  merely  enjoy  a  good 
game.  The  alumni  are  loud  in  their 
praises   of  our  new     coach     and 
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everyone  looks  for  a  most  prosper- 
ous year  in  1921-1922. 


BASKET-BALL  LEAGUE 


An  inter-class  basket-ball  league 
has  been  formed  in  the  College  of 
Arts  with  six  classes  represented 
by  fast  outfits.  The  league  was  or- 
ganized by  the  students,  and  Pro- 
fessor M.  Schaefer  of  the  College 
faculty  will  be  director  of  the 
League  to  settle  all  disputes  which 
might  arise  among  the  contestants. 
The  Juniors,  Sophomore  A.  B., 
Sophomore  Pre-Medics,  Freshman 
A.  B.,  Freshman  Pre-Legals  and 
Freshman  Pre-Medics  have  teams 
entered  in  the  circuit.  Play  start- 
ed before  the  Christmas  vacation. 
Three  rounds  will  be  played,  the 
winner  to  get  a  suitable  prize. 


Leagues  have  also  been  formed 
in  the  High  School.  One  is  called 
tie-  ••Stormy  League"  and  has 
q  teams  entered.  The  Hurri- 
canes, Cyclones,  Whirlwinds,  Tor- 
nadoes,  Monsoons,  Zephyrs  and 
Typhoons  have  franchises  in  the 
Benior  loop.  The  junior  loop  is 
called  the  "Wee  League"  and  is 
made  up  of  the  Dwarfs,  Brownies, 
Runts  ;ni«l  Midgets.  The  leagues 
Wl"  play  during  noon  hours  and 
allow  the  college  league  and  high 

Bchool  basketball   team  to  take  the 

floor  after  school 


Notes 

Chuck  Kearney  practiced  be- 
neath the  baskets  throughout  the 
month  of  November  and  shows 
that  he  has  his  old  eagle  eye  back. 


The  College  league  games  must 
start  within  five  minutes  after  the 
time  of  schedule  or  they  are  for- 
feited. 


Drake,  Kansas  Aggies  and  Ames 
will  probably  appear  on  next 
year's  football  schedule  according 
to  Father  Corboy. 


Creighton  backers  are  trying  to 
get  the  Notre  Dame  football  team 
on  our  schedule  next  season.  The 
last  word  from  headquarters  was 
that  the  outlook  is  favorable. 

Paul  Shanahan  was  placed  as 
fullback  on  the  Daily  News  all- 
Omaha  high  school  football  team. 
Flynn  and  Narkovitz  were  placed 
as  tackles  on  the  second  team. 

James  Smith  is  student  manager 
of  the  High  School  basket-ball 
team  and  Logan  Finnerty  has  been 
named  student  manager  of  the 
1921  football  team.  Both  are  now 
scheduling  games  for  their  outfits. 


Creighton  High  School  won  sec- 
ond place  in  the  recent  Nebraska 
high  school  relay  swimming  meet 
at  the  Omaha  Athletic  Club.  There 
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were  three  teams  entered  :  Omaha 
Central,  Creighton  and  Lincoln. 
They  finished  in  the  order  named. 


An  effort  to  have  the  High 
School  team  play  Omaha  Com- 
merce on  Thanksgiving  morning 
for  the  city  championship  failed 
when  the  athletic  committee  of  the 
state  high  school  athletic  associa- 
tion decided  that  the  Commercial 


school  would  have  to  meet  Cam- 
bridge for  the  state  championship. 
Cambridge  won  10  to  0. 


Charles  Little  and  Captain 
Mickey  Harmon  played  their  last 
games  as  members  of  the  Creigh- 
ton football  team  on  Thanksgiv- 
ing day.  Both  have  been  members 
of  the  Blue  and  White  for  the  past 
four  years. 
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What  Is  Vacuum? 


IF  THE  traffic  policeman  did  not  hold  up  his  hand  and  control  the 
automobiles   and    wagons   and   people   there   would   be   collisions, 
confusion,  and  but  little  progress  in  any  direction.     His  business 
is  to  direct. 

The  physicist  who  tries  to  obtain  a  vacuum  that  is  nearly  perfect 
has  a  problem  somewhat  like  that  of  the  traffic  policeman.  Air  is 
composed  of  molecules — billions  and  billions  of  them  flying  about  in 
all  directions  and  often  colliding.  The  physicist's  pump  is  designed 
to  make  the  molecules  travel  in  one  direction — out  through  the 
exhaust.  The  molecules  are  much  too  small  to  be  seen  even  with  a 
microscope,  but  the  pump  jogs  them  along  and  at  least  starts  them  in 
the  right  direction. 

A  perfect  vacuum  would  be  one  in  which  there  is  not  a  single  free 
molecule. 

For  over  forty  years  scientists  have  been  trying  to  pump  and  jog 
and  herd  more  molecules  out  of  vessels.  There  are  still  in  the  best 
vacuum  obtainable  more  molecules  per  cubic  centimeter  than  there 
are  people  in  the  world,  in  other  words/about  two  billion.  Whenever 
a  new  jogging  device  is  invented,  it  becomes  possible  to  eject  a  few 
million  more  molecules. 

The  Research  Laboratories  of  the  General  Electric  Company  have 
spent  years  in  trying  to  drive  more  and  more  molecules  of  air  from 
containers.  The  chief  purpose  has  been  to  study  the  effects  obtained, 
as,  for  example,  the  boiling  away  of  metals  in  a  vacuum. 

This  investigation  of  high  vacua  had  unexpected  results.  It  became 
possible  to  make  better  X-ray  tubes  —  better  because  the  X-rays 
could  be  controlled;  to  make  the  electron  tubes  now  so  essential  in 
long-range  wireless  communication  more  efficient  and  trustworthy; 
and  to  develop  an  entirely  new  type  of  incandescent  lamp,  one  which 
is  filled  with  a  gas  and  which  gives  more  light  than  any  of  the 
older  lamps. 

No  one  can  foretell  what  will  be  the  outcome  of  research  in  pure 
science.  New  knowledge,  new  ideas  inevitably  are  gained.  And 
sooner  or  later  this  new  knowledge,  these  new  ideas  find  a  practical 
application.  For  this  reason  the  primary  purpose  of  the  Research 
Laboratories  of  the  General  Electric  Company  is  the  broadening  of 
human  knowledge. 
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